THE  LIBRARY 
OF 

THE  UNIVERSITY 

OF  CALIFORNIA 

LOS  ANGELES 


^ 


¥ 

A^r 

i 

■ 


POEMS. 


POEMS. 


BY 


CHARLOTTE      HARDCASTLE, 

Al'TIIOII    OF 

u  The  Cliffords  of  Oakley?  «  Constance  Dal,;' 


BRIGHTON  : 
H.    &    C.    TREACHER,    NORTH     STREET 

CCLXV. 


I  \  I  >  E  X 


BO. 
1. 

Elena           .           .           .           .           . 

PAO 

1 

2. 

Theodora                                 . 

[8 

V 

Nora                                         • 

•       27 

4- 

Alone                          • 

.      40 

5- 

A    Poem,  in  Parts,  referring  to  recent  even 

's  in  the 

Royal  Family  . 

■       45 

6. 

On  Reading  the  Life  of  Charlotte  lironte 

•       53 

7- 

Sybil              .... 

•       58 

8. 

An  Ancient   Melody 

62 

9- 

The  Three  Spirits    . 

•       65 

IO. 

The  Unknown 

68 

1 1. 

The  Legend  of  Ilollington  ('lunch 

.       69 

12. 

Bsperance  en   Dieu 

•       72 

13- 

The  Bells  of  Charleston      . 

•       74 

14. 

Taking  the  Veil 

•        77 

'5- 

lalen's   Song 

80 

16. 

The  Fairies 

. 

'T- 

The Siren     .... 

• 

IS. 

The  Dream 

•       S7 

i'». 

Song             .... 

• 

20. 

wer        .... 

93 

Jdine  and  I>n!>el 

■ 

- 

• 

IM. 

HO.  H.QM 

Song              ...  ■  ■  'j'J 

24.  The  Memory  of  the  I-ost   -  101 

25.  Song             -             -             -  -  -  -  103 

26.  The  Nun      -                        -  -  -  -  104 

27.  Song,  from  "Magdalen"    ■  106 

28.  A  '    imparison        .....  107 

29.  The  Unknown  Knight        -  -  -  -  no 

30.  Dives  and  Lruarus  -             -  -  -  113 

31.  The  Redeemed        -           -  -  -  -  115 

32.  The  Cross  and  Crown  -  -  -  -  1 17 
12,.  What  the  World  Offers  its  Votaries  -  -118 
34.     The   Tower  of  Faith             -  -  -  -  1 19 

Humility       -              .              -  -  -  -  122 


*•• 


POEMS. 


f&ltuu. 


Part  I. 

sits  beside  the  latticed  pane, 

With  kindling  eye  and  thoughtful  brow  : 

have  wild  wind  and  beating  rain 

The  powei  to  break  her  vision  now. 

She  sees  the  rain-drops  patter  down. 
She  hears  the  moaning  of  the  sea, 

She  gazes  where,  beyond  the  town. 

The  downs  swell  upwards,  bold  and  free. 

Her  eyes  arc  fixed, — yet  outward  things 
She  sees  not — or  but  sees  as  part 

Of  one  vast  inner  world,  which  springs 
1  rom  the  deep  chaos  of  her  hearL 

\nd  borne  upon  the  sighing  wind. 

Her  thoughts  are  wafted  far  away  : 
1  ler  mortal  pari  is  herey — her  mind 
.     iry  regions  Ioa  i 


ELENA. 

Now  gazing  from  a  lofty  height, 

Now  mingling  with  the  moaning  wave, 

"Which  sweeping  onward  in  its  might 

Hides  many  a  treasure — many  a  grave. 

And  like  that  wave,  fast  sweeping  on, 

Strange,  powerful  thoughts,  in  lengthening  train, 
Now  high  upraised — now  broken — gone — 

Sweep  wildly  thro'  her  tranced  brain. 

A  solemn  sound — a  song  of  woe — 

A  story  of  the  days  gone  by, 
When  men  and  women,  long  ago, 

Strove,  hoped,  and  in  obscurity 

Were  doomed  to  suffer — e'en  as  now, 

Crushed  down  in  all  their  ardent  schemes, 

Whilst  the  dull  crowd  to  riches  bow, 

And  mock  alike  their  grief  and  dreams. 

O  curse  of  Intellect  !  O  fire, 

Consuming  many  a  silent  heart  ! 
O  grand,  yet  impotent  desire, 

That  heat,  that  glowing  light  to  impart 

To  the  low  natures,  prone  to  waste 

Their  days  in  trivial  joys  and  cares  ; 

Spite,  folly,  energy  misplaced, 

Choking  the  goodly  seed,  like  tares 

That  blight  the  farmer's  hopes  of  gain  : 

Sole  product  of  that  barren  soil ! 
(Far  different  to  the  noble  grain, 

In  sorrow  sown,  and  reaped  with  toil.) 


KI.F.NA. 

She  sees  it  now — that  vision  vast 

Of  that  which  is,  and  shall  endure  ; 

The  hope  and  glory  of  the  past — 

The  .souls  by  suffering  rendered  pure. 

For  she  has  suffered.      She  can  feel 
The  sorrow  of  a  kindred  mind, 

Inspired  by  sympathy,  till  steal 

Thro'  heart  and  brain,  such  flames,  refined 

From  spiritual  source,  as  burn 

In  lamps  by  mighty  ;ed 

With  liquid  tires,  which  all  things  turn 

To  the  same  silvery  hue  they  shed. 

Their  warm  breath  stirs  her.     From  her  eyes 
Dart  Hashes  of  that  inner  light  : 
x  hands  are  stretched  to  grasp  the  prize 

That  lures  her  onward. — She  will  write  ! 

E'en  write  in  glowing  words  her  dream — 
A  song  of  sorrow,  mixed  with  joy  ; 

And  round  her  pen  swift  fancies  gleam, 
And  noble  themes  her  mind  employ. 

The  moaning  of  the  restless  wave, 

The  silent  glory  of  the  sky. 
Inspire  her.     Life,  the  lonely  grave, 

She  paints,  and  wide  Infinity. 

see,  the  rain  has  ceased,  and  far 
Away  in  distant  e,  past  the  range 
Of  vast  cloud  i  astles,  shines  a  bar 

( )f  light  all  lustrous,  sad,  and  stran 
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Sad  as  our  parting  hopes,  for  low 

The  sun  is  sinking  in  the  sea  ; 
Strange  as  our  destiny — yet,  oh  ! 

Breathing  of  Immortality. 

That  light  has  touched  her  brow,  her  hair  ; 

Her  large  dilating  eyes  have  caught 
New  lustre,  and  she  seems  more  fair, 

With  glorious  inspiration  fraught. 

She  grasps  her  theme  with  master's  hand  ; 

All  minor  troubles  pass  away  ; 
She  soars — thoughts  rising  at  command — 

On — onwards  towards  the  perfect  day. 

O  bitter  change  !  a  shadow  falls 

Across  the  threshold  of  the  door  ; 

A  voice — all  querulous — recalls 

Her  thoughts.    Slow  footsteps  press  the  floor. 

Her  mother's  voice,  and  step,  and  form, 
By  sickness  touched,  and  poverty  : 

And  young  Elena's  fancies  warm 
Are  chilled  by  drear  reality. 

Her  mother  shivers  ;  for  the  fire 

Has  been  neglected. — "  Careless  child  ! " 
Dame  Martha  cries,  with  rising  ire, 

"  Call  you  this  day  so  bright  and  mild  1 

"  /  call  it  piercing.     But  you  ne'er 

To  such  slight  duties  condescend. 
Away  with  that  abstracted  air, 

And  learn  my  counsels  to  attend  ! " 
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"O  wait  one  moment,  mother  dear  ; 

I  had  a  thought,  but  it  lias  flown  !" 
•Thank  Heaven  for  that  ! — Yet  much  I  fear 

'Twill  soon  return,  when  you're  alone 

"  Now  mark  my  words  :  In  station  low, 

It  is  God's  pleasure  we  should  dwell  ; 
The  change  might  be  a  cruel  blow. 

But  still,  'tis  folly  to  rebel. 

"  Our  little  pittance  dwindled  down 

To  a  mere  nothing,  in  the  hour 
When  he,  who  in  yon  busy  town 

Worked  for  us,  died.     Nor  have  I  power 

"Nor  health,  to  fill  your  father's  pla< 

But  you  are  young.      Let  rich  folks  write, 
And  frame  vain  fancies.     No  disgrace 
Attai  lies  to  the  honest  mite 

•'  By  labour  earned.     Then  east  aside 

This  trash,  and  learn  to  sew,  for  Anne 
I  ,  worth  a  dozen  of  you.      Pride 

Forbids  your  working, — if  you  can." 

Tears  flowed  from  poor  Elena's  eyes  ; 

She  felt  this  speech  to  be  unjust  ; — 
To  feel  the  power — to  view  the  prize 

Within  her  reach  ! — Yet  yield  she  must. 

No  selfish  motive  lured  her  on  ; 

She  sought  renown  with  single  heart  ; 
E'en  for  her  sake,  who  now  had  none 
I  o  work  for  her,  and  hope  impart 
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Nor  could  she  still  the  voice  divine, 

Which  cried  within  her — "  Thou  canst  raise 

Thy  name,  thy  race  ; — yet  ne'er  entwine 
With  thy  fond  project,  hopes  of  praise. 

"  For  thou  shalt  still  be  scorned,  despised, 
Until  the  hour  when  proud  Success 
I  lath  crowned  thy  efforts.     Then  the  wise, 
Who  thy  first  struggles  would  not  bless 

"  With  words  of  hope,  shall  learn  to  own 
The  majesty  of  Genius.     They 
Shall  sing  thy  triumphs, — who  unknown, 
Was  looked  upon  as  worthless  clay. 

"Go  on  and  prosper.     Be  but  true 

To  thine  own  self,  and  thou  shalt  gain 
The  victor's  wreath.     Nor  fail  to  do 

Thy  duty,  without  thought  of  pain." 

Thus  spake  the  inner  voice.     And  she 

Low  murmured  :  "Ah,  that  I  could  use 

This  fatal  talent  cunningly  ! 

Employ  the  gift,  yet  not  abuse  ! 

"  It  will  assert  itself.     And  I  % 

Have  I  the  right  to  quench  its  flame  % 
Forego  all  hopes  of  honours  high, 

And  live  obscure,  without  a  name  % 

"  O  grievous  disappointment !     Yet 
I  will  obey  my  mother.     Seek 
The  vain,  vain  vision  to  forget, 

And  work  for  her,  with  aspect  meek. 
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••  My  wish,  my  prayer,  have  been  for  work — 
But  work  more  suited  to  my  mind, 
Than  my  wreak  fingers  ;  and  there  lurk 

Strange  thoughts  within,  which  none  may  bind. 

"I  will  be  patient  I" — Thus  content 

I  o  be  looked  down  upon,  she  strove 
To  do  her  duty  well  ;  and  went 
About  it  as  a  work  of  Love 

Poor  was  the  evening  meal,  and  coarse 

The  handmaid  who  prepared  and  set 
It  on  the  board. — "  It  might  be  wo: 

smiling  said  :  and  all  forget 

rheir  troubles  for  a  time.     Alas  ! 

To  be  too  soon  recalled,  by  talk 
(  )f  money  owing.      Hid  that  pa 

Till  morn,  she  dared  not.      N     ie  might  baulk 

I  ►am     Martha  of  a  grievance  fair. 

So  she,  with  heavy  heart,  fulfils 
A  heavier  duly  : — in  despair 

t  ►'(  rlooking  all  the  weekly  bills  ; 

While  Anne  sits  by  with  gloomy  brow. 

-  1  low  is  it,  sister  .'  was  I  right  I 
Will  both  ends  meet  ]  "—  hs,  for 

1  Ler  airy  dreams  have  vanished  quite. 
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Part  II. 

From  highest  heaven  the  moon  looks  down, 
With  calm,  pure  gaze,  o'er  land  and  sea  ; 

The  wind  lias  sunk  ;  the  sleeping  town 
Lies  hushed  in  sweet  security. 

In  her  lone  chamber,  all  in  vain 

Elena  strives  to  wake  the  dream 
So  rudely  broken.     Once  'twas  plain, 

But  vanished  now  the  last  faint  gleam 

Of  glory.     So  with  wild  regret 

She  lets  it  go  : — she,  once  so  blest 

With  high  imaginings.     Forget 

She  cannot  :  sighed  to  troubled  rest. 

She  sleeps  ;  yet  still  in  dreams  pursues 

The  mocking  vision — still  would  grasp 

The  slender  clue.     Warm  tints  suffuse 

Her  cheeks  ; — her  hands  in  fancy  clasp 

The  honoured  garland.     Ah,  in  vain  ! — 
And  now  upon  the  beach  she  seems 

To  wander  slowly — full  of  pain — 

Vague,  mournful,  such  as  haunts  our  dreams. 

The  moon  had  risen  ;  but  her  light 

Was  hidden  by  a  rock  that  rose 
Dark,  rugged,  steep, — whose  awful  height 

Encountered  every  wind  that  blows. 


I  in  with  lo  nil, 

Lik  infant's  wail  ; 

And  on  the  far  horizon's  bound 

arch  ;  so  pure  and  pale 

That  young  Elena  gazed  with  awe — 
upon  that  .silent  strand  ; 
Unconscious  that  the  form  she  saw 

mning  the  heavens  with  faint  white  band 

Of  misty  radiance,  was  the  bow 

\\  hich,  dazzling  in  the  blaze  of  noon, 

With  brilliant  tints  is  wont  to  glo 

but  dimly  shows  beneath  the  moon. 

A  lunar  rainbow,  thro'  the  dark 

Of  midnight  sides  extending  wide  ; 

re, 
Whil  ■  robed,  like  some  celestial  bride  ; 

With  a  dimmer  ai  ond, — the 

( )f  its  own  self,  that  ghostlier  shone 

In  the  still  moonbeams  ! — Wondering,  lost 
In  half-delighted  awe,  a) 

Elena  stood  ;  and  at  her  feet 

The  waves  broke  softly.     Sea,  and  land, 
And  air,  were  hushed  ;  and  it  was  sweet 
l  breathe  in  freedom  on  the  strand. 

In  watched,  unheeded.      In  the  scene 
So  fair  and  calm,  rejoicing.      l'i 

From  dreary  looks  and  words. —  1  ween 
That  that  still  hour  was  blest  ind 
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Alone, — yet  not  alone, — for  lo  ! 

Descending  from  the  rainbow's  height, — 
The  Genius  of  that  radiant  bow, 

And  like  it,  robed  in  dazzling  white, — 

A  bright  form  stands  beside  her.     Pure, 
Ethereal  as  the  mountain  air  ; 

"With  eyes  of  light,  which  swift  assure 
The  maiden  with  their  glances  fair. 

She  breathes  more  freely.     She  dare  raise 
Her  eyes  to  meet  that  angel  smile  : 

That  earnest,  pitying,  loving  gaze, — 

For  ne'er  was  heart  more  free  from  guile 

Than  young  Elena's  ;  and  the  pure 

May  meet  pure  spirits  without  fear  ; 

And  thus  the  maiden  may  endure 

The  light  of  eyes  so  heavenly  clear. 

Nay,  she  may  even  break  the  hush 

Which  reigns  around,  by  mortal  tones  ; 

Tho'  nought  is  heard  except  the  rush 

Of  waves,  which  sighing,  kiss  the  stones. 

11  Who  art  thou,  lady  1     Thou,  whose  brow 

Bears  more  than  mortal  beauty  ?     Fair 
Thy  form,  thine  eyes, — and  I  could  bow 
Before  thee,  if  thou  would'st  declare 

"  Thyself  some  heavenly  being,  sent 
On  holy  errand.     Only  say 
It  is  so,  and  1  kneel,  content 

Thy  power,  thy  bidding,  to  obey  ! — 


11 

"  Elena,  formed  of  essence  pure 

Am  [,"  tl  id,  and  smil 

"The  being  thou  dost  thus  adjure, 

I    Line  hither,  sent  on  errand  mild. 

••Thou  hast  been  weeping  ;  ami  thy  tears 
Flowed  not  unpitied.     From  afar 

I     aw  thy  trouble,  and  from  spheres 
Of  light,  descended,  as  a  star 

"Shoots  earthwards.      I  would  cheer  thee.     Say 
What  aid  thy  troubled  heart  requires." — 
And  bending  o'er  the  maid,  a  ray 
( )f  hope,  Elena's  soul  inspires  ; 

Caught  from  those  radiant  eves,  that  shine 
ion  her  •.  ingly. 

••  Ah,  1  idy,  from  thy  glance  divine, 
I  draw  new  strength, — security 

••  That  all  may  yet  be  well.      Ala 

How  often  have  I  tried  in  vain 
'Midst  household  cares,  which  ever  pass 

Thro'  my  \e\'d  mind  in  lengthening  train, 

••  To  sei/.e  the  images  which  glide 

Athwart  them,  like  some  transient  gleam 
Athwart  dark  chambers  ;  while  they  chide 
My  folly,  thus  to  sit  and  dream. 

•'  Hard  fate  it  seems  ;  for  we  are  poor, 
\"d   1  had  visions  of  sui 
This  was  my  hope  : — by  progress  sure. 
Tho'  slow,  to  raise  from  wreuhedne 
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"  The  name  now  trampled  in  the  dust  ; — 
To  help  my  mother.     She  is  old, 
And  care-worn. — Yet  obey  I  must, 

Tho'  hopeless  grows  this  heart,  and  cold, 

"As  time  flies  onward.     Let  me  hear 

What  comfort  thou  canst  offer  ;  bom 
Of  hope,  which  dwelleth,  warm  and  clear,' 

In  realms  flushed  o'er  with  tints  of  morn."- 

"  In  realms  of  day,  where  all  is  light," 

The  spirit  answered.     "  Thou  hast  read 
Their  works,  who,  after  glorious  fight, 

Are  numbered  with  th'  illustrious  dead  ? " 

"  I  have  ;  and  each  immortal  name 
Adds  magic  to  their  poesy  : — 
Their  chronicles  of  ancient  fame  ; — 
Declaring  such  can  never  die. 

"  Their  mortal  part  may  moulder.     Earth 

May  claim  her  own  ;  but  then  the  soul 
Soars  upward,  in  a  second  birth 

Rejoicing, — freed  from  earth's  control." 

"  Most  true,  sweet  maiden.     Far  removed 

From  earth,  they  dwell  in  regions  fair  ; 
Their  bodies  sleep  ; — their  spirits,  proved 
By  fiery  trials,  revel  there? 

Elena  raised  her  eyes,  where  far 

Above  her,  rose  the  deep  blue  heaven, 

Now  studded  o'er  with  many  a  star, 

And  cried  : — "  Such  rest  and  joy  are  given 
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"To  and  philosophi 

Whose  mighty  spirits  freely 

Those  truths  whi<  h  Nature  long  del 
I  o  let  them  hold  in  mortal  clasp. 

"  Thi  them  now, — their  lawful  pri 

iey  wat(  h  the  wanderu  lets  shin 

With  knowledge  hid  from  mortal  eyes  : — 
But  can  such  pleasures  e'er  he  mine  !" — 

She  drooped  her  head  ;  for  o'er  her  came 

A  fear,  that  in  obscurity 
She  must  for  ever  dwell.      Her  claim 
To  honour,  an  uncertainty. 

"  I  thirst  for  knowledge,  fame,  and  all 

•  makes  their  happiness.      Hut  weak 
And  doubtful,  struggling,  1  might  fall 

To  lower  depths."      She  I  to  speak  ; 

Moving  with  slow,  dejected  pace 

Along  the  tide-washed,  moon-lit  strand  ; 

but  the  fair  spirit's  radiant  face 

Still  raised  her  thoughts  to  projects  grand. 

••  And  dost  thou  faint  so  soon  1" — Thus  fell 
The  murmured  tones  of  mild  rebuke. 
••Ah,"   <ried  Elena,  "all  were  well, 

If  thou  would'st  deign  by  word  or  look 

'■  To  guide  me  how  to  seek  aright 
The  prize  so  i  oveted.     1  turn 

To  thee  for  knowled.  hi  : — 

Deny  not  that  for  which  1  burn." 
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Then  brightly  smiled  that  spirit  fair  ; — 

"  Oh,  come  with  me,  and  thou  shalt  find 
Some  ray  of  light."     And  straight  the  pair 
Their  arms  around  each  other  wind, 

(Like  friends  of  equal  hopes  and  rank)  • 
And  floating  upwards  without  pain, 

Elena's  eyes  new  rapture  drank 

From  all  she  saw  : — the  watery  plain 

Beneath  her,  and  the  level  strand  ; — 

The  silent  cliffs,  the  sleeping  town  ; — 

And  all  the  wide  expanse  of  land, 

On  which  she,  soaring  high,  looked  down. 

And  pleasant  was  the  soft,  pure  air 

Thro'  which  she  wandered. — "  Rest  we  here,'' 
Her  guide  exclaimed.     "  This  cloud  will  bear 

Our  weight  with  safety. — Do  not  fear." 

And  lost  in  wonder,  without  word, 

Elena  straight  obeyed,  and  sank, 
'Wildcred  by  all  she  saw  and  heard, 

And  breathless,  on  a  fleecy  bank. 

"  Thou  see'st  yon  town  ? "  the  Genius  cried, 
"  Where  all,  save  those  who  watch  or  weep, 
Or  hold  untimely  revels,  bide 

Till  morning,  wrapped  in  quiet  sleep  1 

"  When  viewed  from  hence,  how  small  the  spot  ! 
Yet  who  shall  count  the  hopes  and  fears, — 
The  varying  tenor  of  their  lot, — 

Who  dwell, — who  toil  there, — thro'  long  years  1 


'•  And  think  you  one  is  left  alone, 

(  >f  all  the  humble  dwellers  the; 
No  !  ea<  h  is  wat<  hed,  prote<  ted,  known. 
By  Providence.     Let  none  despair  ; 

"  And  '•  il  all,  an  ardent  mind 

Like  thine,  which  ever  seeks  the  light 
Take  courage,  maiden  : — thou  shalt  find 

Thy  dim,  vague  prosper  ts  grow  more  bright 

•  Despise  not  honest  household  toil, 

SUCh  is  DOble,  nobly  borne  ; 
let  not  sordid  duties  soil 
The  pure  white  robe  of  Genius  ;  worn 

■•  Most  gracefully  in  1  te. 

Look  onward,  and  thine  i 
Shall  view,  unchecked  by  cruel  t 

The  glorious,  long  wished-for  prize  ; — 

he  fame  of  high  desires  and  deeds. 
And  as  from  weeds  the  bee  distils 
Pure  honey,  still  supply  the  needs 
Of  poesy,  from  all  that  fills 

rhe  eye  and  mind.     Home  griefs, — home  cares  ; — 

ch  little  household  incident 
Whi<  li  ir  :  till  all  that  wears 

And  frets  thee  now,  gives  hope, — content. 

••Small  matters  touched  with  skilful  hand, 
A  simple  song, — a  village  tale. — 
The  annals  of  some  lowly  hand 
fellow  worker  i, — all  a- 
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"To  touch  the  warm,  strong  heart  that  beats 
Thro'  all  the  land  with  sympathy  ; 
Alike  in  humble  village  streets, 
And  'midst  the  city's  energy. 

"  Contemn  not  small,  domestic  themes, 

And  they  shall  lead  to  higher  flight. — 
Now  turn  to  sweet  repose  and  dreams  ; 

My  blessing  rest  on  thee  ! — Good  night  ! " 

Vanished  the  scene  ; — the  spirit  gone 

Back  to  the  realms  from  whence  she  sped  ; 

And  calm  the  silent  moonbeams  shone 
On  fair  Elena's  brow  and  bed. 

"  A  dream  ! " — Yet  she  was  happy, — blest 
In  all  that  she  had  heard  and  seen  ; 
And  softly  turning  to  her  rest, 

With  morn  she  rose,  refreshed,  serene. 

Strong  in  the  thought  that  none  unknown 
May  strive  and  toil,— howe'er  obscure  ; 

That  none  may  faint,  un watched, — alone, 

Whose  aims  are  high,  whose  heart  is  pure. 

And  thus,  from  homely  joys  and  cares 
She  tunes  her  soul  to  melody  ; 

Waits  humbly, — works, — nor  e'er  despairs, 
Until  she  sees  the  victory  nigh. 

She  takes  her  share  with  sister  Anne, 

She  smiles  away  Dame  Martha's  frown  ; 

Yet  still,  as  often  as  she  can, 

She  notes  her  radiant  fancies  down. 
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Till  like  companions,  hand  in  hand, 
i'       onward  work  and  poesy  ; 

( )ne  tea*  king  selfn  ontrol,     <  ommand 

Of  errant  thoughts  ; — the  other,  free 
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From  vain  repinio  irdid  aims, 

Still  cheers  her  when  her  toil  is  done  ; 

The  first  her  morning  vigour  claims, — 
The  second  comes  at  set  of  sun  : 

king  strange  music  in  her  heart, 
And  pointing  to  th'  approaching  time 
When  her  bright  fancies  shall  impart 

I  flight,  diffused  thro'  many  a  clime. 

Till  then  she  waits  with  patience  ;  sure 
That  all  is  tor  the  best.     She  waits 

With  fortitude,  which  may  endure 

Till   ope  at  length  the  golden  gates. 

And  she  will  rise  to  honours  high, 
Tho'  lowly  is  her  station  now  ; — 

The  light  of  Genius  in  her  eye, 

Ami  maiden  meekness  on  her  brow. 


18  THEODORA. 


^{rcafrora, 
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Dark,  shadowy  masses  of  soft  hair,  swept  back 
Fom  a  pure  forehead  ;  smooth,  and  pale,  and  firm 
As  marble  ;  and  a  queen-like  form  and  face, 
Severely  beautiful.     A  lip  that  curled 
With  lofty  scorn  ;  an  eye  that  should  have  shone 
With  tender  lustre,  had  not  Genius  quelled 
All  gentler  feelings  by  her  brilliant  light, 
Which,  all-absorbing,  brooked  no  rival  flame. 
These  were  thine,  Theodora  !     Gifts  divine 
Of  mind  and  person. 

Yes,  she  was  most  fair  ; 
Yet  cold  as  fair,  for  from  her  earliest  youth 
No  passion  moved  her  save  the  thirst  for  fame  ; 
And  she  had  worshipped  at  the  altar  steps 
Of  Intellect  alone  ;  while  others  bowed, 
And  offered  incense  at  an  earthlier  shrine  ; 
Vowing  wild  vows,  and  shedding  bitter  tears, 
Yet  hoping  ever  ;  watching  for  some  gleam 
To  light  the  image  of  the  One  adored, 
As  women  do, — invoking  mighty  Love  ! 
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"  Women  !  weak  women  !  dazzled  by  the  li 

<  >f  warrior1  .  and  warlike  deeds,  when  but 

In  myrtle  b  But  I  am  not  of  thi 

She  cried  in  scorn  :  then  raised  her  haughty  head 

To  gaze  upon  the  mountain's  crimson  brow   ; 

For  there  the  sunset  flashed,  and  glorious  clouds 

Hung  round  it,  breathing  of  a  higher  sphere. 

Then  (lushed  her  cheek  responsive,  and  her  e 

Were  bright  with  thought   I  [er  soul  shone  through  them,  li§ 

And  power  were  on  her  brow,  and  voiceless  words 

le  her  lip  tremulous,  as  summer  winds 
Tremble  thro'  willows  on  a  silent  shore. 
At  length  those  words  took  form. —  In  passionate  tones 
She  breathed  her  feelings  to  the  listening  air. — 
"  I  )  Knowledge,  Intellect,  and  Genius  !     High 
Enthroned  above  the  vulgar  gaze,  and  wrapped 
In  (loud  and  shadow,  yet  revealed  to  th 
Who  seek  thee  earnestly  with  single  mind, 
I  call  on  thee  !     Disclose  thy  mighty  form 
Thy  wondrous  glories,  thine  eternal  power. 
To  one  who  pines  to  look  upon  thee  !     One 
Who  ever  worshipped  thee  ;  who  fain  would  serve 
Within  thy  temple  ;  who  has  kneeling  caught 
Some  glimpses  of  th'  unearthly  light  within 
The  sanctuary, — felt  it  tOU(  h  her  heart, 
Inspiring,  i  onse<  rating  evermore  ! 
Have  I  not  hoarded  thee,  as  misers  hoard 
Their  treasure  heaps  of  perishable  dm 
Knowledge  imperishable  1      beading  on 
From  height  to  height,  unlocking  every  gate, 
Removing  every  barrier  that  lies 
between  earth  and  the  heaven  of  Intel!' 
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Knowledge  is  power.     Then  power  is  mine,  for  I 

Grasp  knowledge,  nor  will  loose  my  hold,  until 

I  stand  upon  an  intellectual  height, 

Fair  as  yon  mountain,  steeped  in  Heaven's  own  hues  ! 

How  mean  are  men  !     How  low  their  sordid  aims, 

And  questionable  pleasures  !     Save  a  few, — 

How  few  amongst  the  grovelling  herd  ! — they  pass, 

And  leave  no  trace,  no  light  of  fame  behind  ; 

Walking  with  stumbling  steps  in  twilight  gloom, 

And  downcast  eyes  that  shun  the  boundless  sky, 

For  ever  turning  to  the  barren  earth  ; — 

Cursed  for  their  sake  ; — producing  thorns  and  briers  ! 

And  women  !     O  how  frivolous  they  seem  ! 

Dress,  household  cares,  and  pleasure,  fill  their  minds — 

If  minds  they  have  !     I  doubt  it,  and  I  scorn 

Such  fellowship,  unworthy  of  a  soul 

Which  Genius  quickens  with  celestial  fire  ! " — 

She  paused  :  the  flush  still  deepening  on  her  cheek, 

The  light  of  triumph  kindling  in  her  eye, 

Her  lip  scorn-curled,  as,  dreaming  of  the  time 

When  men  should  reverence  Theodora,  she 

Recalled  the  crown,  the  triumphs  of  Corinne, 

The  proud  procession  to  the  Capitol, 

And  saw  herself  the  centre  of  a  throng 

( >f  worshippers,  who  with  one  tongue  of  praise 

Rent  the  still  air. 

She  thirsted  for  such  praise, 
She  pined  for  fame,  she  wrestled  valiantly 
With  difficulty,  longing  to  be  great. 
Yet  long  she  wrestled  vainly.     Adverse  fate, 
Which  ever  mocks  th'  aspiring,  drove  her  back. 
She  was  unknown  ;  devoid  of  powerful  friends 
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!      iid  her  in  hi  ds  the  light'; — 

To  point  "ut 
And  spite,    nd  ;  ■ 
That  enter  not  the  lists  with  trumpet  sound), 

her  works  ;  the  thoughts  divine 
Which,  clothed  in  music  breath;  Is,  took  form. 

And  soared  towards  heaven,  as  soars  the  lark  on  high. 
Who  cared  for  Theodora  I     All  alone 
She  waged  fierce  war  with  jealousy,  disdain, 
And  all  the  other  subtle  enemies 
Who  bar  the  path  of  Genius,  when  she  dwells 

.  ith  inexperience  and  youth. 
Many  repulses,  taunts,  and  cruel  blows 
Were  her  alloted  portion  ;  yet  her  pride 
Indomitable,  gave  her  courage  to  renew 
Th'  unequal  i  ontest,  often  :  failed. 

Hope  lured  her  on  ;  and  if  hope  sometimes  ceased 

I    •  cheer  her  way,  despair  renewed  her  strength  ; 
And  still  a  beacon  in  the  distance  flamed. 
And  still,  while  disappointment's  scorching  fire 
Consumed  her  soul,  th'  impetuous  war  <  ry  rose 
Of  "  Victory  or  I  'eath  !   I  faint  !   1  die 
For  honour's  sake  !   I  pine  for  glory  !  I 
Must  win  s  or  perish  !     Dreamless  death 

Is  sweeter  far  than  dark  defeat  and  shame!" — 
So  cried  she  in  her  fre] 

And  at  last 
power  of  Intellect  prevailed  ;  she  i 
To  honour  ;  ret  ognised  as  one  of  those, — 

The  favoured  few, — On  whom  the  Muses  pour 
Tin.  She  triumphed  as  she  felt 

The  breath  of  praise  like  incense  rising  :  saw 
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The  crowd  of  wondering  worshippers  beneath 

The  dizzy  eminence  on  which  she  stood — 

And  she  upon  a  pinnacle — alone  ! 

Alone  !     How  glorious  !     Where  were  those  who  sought 

To  blight  her  prospects,  ere  that  name  was  known 

Which  men  now  reverenced  1     Prostrate  in  the  dust  ; 

Or  loudest  in  the  flattering  song,  which  still 

Rose  in  her  ears,  rolled  ever  from  the  base 

Of  that  high  mountain  where  she  dwelt  in  pride. 

Where  were  the  men  who  once  aspired  to  bind 

That  heart  to  theirs, — to  rule  that  haughty  mind 

By  their  superior  will  1     Amongst  the  throng 

Of  wild  enthusiasts,  raising  dazzled  eyes 

To  Theodora's  lofty  temple  :  where 

The  foolish  women,  whose  companionship    . 

She  shunned  in  earlier  days,  lest  intellects 

Narrowed  and  fettered  by  the  trivial  cares 

And  trivial  pleasures  of  an  aimless  life, 

Should  drag  hers  to  their  level  ; — hers,  so  far 

Superior  ! — Or  should  fill  it  with  keen  scorn 

For  their  frivolity  and  weakness  1     Where  ? 

Ah,  enviously  silent !     What  had  they 

To  do  with  one  who  thus  disowned  her  sex  ? 

What  wonder  that  she  triumphed  1     Flashing  eyes 

Swept  proudly  o'er  the  multitude  beneath. 

And  from  those  lips,  half  smiling,  half  compressed 

With  calm  disdain,  burst  forth  a  flood  of  song  ; 

Grand,  wonderful  ;  of  such  unearthly  power 

That  heaven  and  earth  seemed  moved. 

But  who  dare  say 
I  have  my  will,  and  I  am  happy  1    She, 
On  her  proud  eminence  of  glory,  felt 
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(She  knew  not  how)  the  glory  pass  away. 
The  laurels  withered,  and  the  light  waxed  dim, 
And  the  sweet  in>  ense  offered  at  her  shrine 
Grew  loathsome  ;  while  the  rolling  waves  of  praise, 
I  atrani  tng  once,  now  palled  upon  her  mind. 
True,  she  was  worshipped  ;  but  by  whom  ?     A  herd 
Of  senseless  beings  ;  uttering  parrot  cries, 
Caught  each  from  each,  ami  echoed  till  the  ear 
Wearied  of  their  monotony.     She  felt 
\      use  of  shame  that  ever  joy  or  pride 
Had  taken  nourishment  from  aught  so  mean 
And  worthless,  as  th'  unmeaning  words  of  praise 
Bestowed  too  lavishly  by  ignorance. 
Wt  all  were  not  so  ignorant  and  dull  ; 
The  wise  and  noble  also  bowed  their  heads, 
And  offered  homage, — but  she  stood  alone, 
Sated  with  fame,  and  craving  sympathy. 
\\  isely  the  Preacher  said  that  all  on  earth 
Was  vanity, — all  knowledge,  wisdom,  power  ; 
And  Theodora  recognised  this  truth, 
Turning  with  desolate  feelings  from  the  sound 
Of  murmured  approbation,— waxing  faint 
As  did  the  novelty,  and  fickle  men 
Craved  n<w  excitement     She  was  sick  of  praise 
So  vain  and  empty.     Yet  when  ceased  the  hum 
Of  voices  raised  applaudingly,  she  grieved. 
Her  pride  was  wounded,  and  she  fancied  those 
Who  should  1'  .  were  meaner  than  the  rest  ; 

Absorbed  in  their  own  interests  ;  seeking  praise 
And  yet  unwilling  to  bestow  that  boon 
On  others,  which  themselves  so  fondly  sought 
Their  own  achievements,  and  not  hers,  possessed 
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Minds  brimming  o'er  with  wrath  and  jealousy 

At  her  success.     Not  Theodora's  lays, 

But  their  pedantic  efforts  were  the  theme 

Of  tongues  which  once  had  faintly  sung  her  fame, 

And  now  in  louder  tones  proclaimed  their  own. 

Oh,  all  was  vanity  ! 

One  friend  to  cheer 
Her  loneliness, — one  sympathising  heart 
To  beat  with  joy  when  she  was  honoured,  or 
To  sorrow  when  she  sorrowed  ; — one  kind  face 
To  tell  her  she  was  loved,  were  worth  a  host 
Of  flatterers, — admirers  ;  and  she  sighed 
From  her  heart's  inmost  depths  for  such  : 
For  human  hearts  must  sigh  for  human  love. 
But  she  had  placed  herself  beyond  its  power, 
And  men  beheld  in  that  proud  face  and  form 
A  haughty  rival,  not  a  help-mate  meet, 
And  shunned  her  ;  shrinking  from  the  wondrous  light 
Of  those  strange  eyes  :  while  weaker  women  found 
Strong  hearts  to  lean  on  in  the  time  of  need  ; — 
More  lovely  in  their  helplessness,  than  she 
In  all  her  self-reliance,  fame,  and  pride. 
And  wives  clung  meekly  to  their  husbands'  arms, 
Gazing  upon  her  with  mistrust  and  dread  ; 
And  mothers  clasped  their  children,  thanking  God 
They  were  not  cursed  with  Genius,  but  had  hearts 
That  beat  with  womanly  emotions.     And 
She  saw  that  they  were  happy  in  their  homes. 
She  saw  and  envied  ! — Envied  those  whom  once 
She  viewed  with  scorn  ;  and  from  her  burdened  breast 
Escaped  a  bitter  cry  : — "  Alone  !  alone  ! 
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Oli,  none  cares  for  me  !     I  have  doomed  mj 

.  drear, 

And  ho;  Ntnc>  my  folly  is  too  plain  ! 

In  climbing  to  an  eminence  of  fame, 
Ami  slighting  others,  I  have  drawn  a  curse, — 
The  curse  of  pride  presumptuous, — on  my  head  ; 

1  I  must  dwell  alone  !     How  blest  the  lot 
1,  but  now  how  full  of  woe  ! 
Women  avoid  me  : — I  despised  them.     Men 
( M'fer  me  honours,  but  alas  !  no  love  ! 
The  pleasures  of  the  calm  domestic  hearth, 
The  voice  of  children,  and  the  cares  that  make 
I  Eome  dearer,  never  can  be  mine.     I  pass 
Thro'  this  wide  world,  which  God  has  made  so  fair, 
In  loneliness  of  spirit.     Yet  I  know 
That  I  am  beautiful,  and  might  have  been 
(But  for  my  fatal  error)  meet  to  grace 

me  good  man's  household     Truly  was  it  said 
That  woman  was  intended  as  a  help 
For  man  :  to  let  him  rule  and  guide  her  ste 
To  do  him  service,  winning  love  by  love  ; 
And  not  to  da/./le  and  subdue.     Alas  ! 
I  low  sorely  have  I  erred  !     And  this  the  end 
Of  all  my  flattering  hopes,  my  -olden  dreams  ! 

hadow  to  the  'and  I  go, 

Where  all  is  dim.      And  who  can  tell  what  cheer 

tits  me  there  I    <  >  vanity  of  fam 
Would  I  were  dwelling  in  the  humblest  cot, 
Altho'  with  narrower  knowledge,  lowlier  powers 
Of  mind,  if  bound  in  silken  cords  of  love  ; — 
Bin  I  d    pair,  and  breathe  my  woes  in  vain  !" 
Such  was  the  cry  of  Theodora,  bowed 

D 
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Down  to  the  dust  by  penitence  and  grief  ; 
Her  pride  abased,  and  all  the  fire  that  burned 
In  Genius-lighted  eyes  now  quenched  in  tears. 
Her  step  was  slow  and  lanquid  ;  and  her  song 
Changed  to  a  wail  of  bitterness.     The  lyre 
Fell  from  her  hand,  the  laurels  from  her  brow, 
And  she  went  mourning  on  her  way — alone  I 
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AGAIN  the  srene  ! — In  yon  blue  sky 
The  summer  sun  is  riding  high, 
And  wood,  and  field,  and  silent  stream, 
And  calm  green  vale,  and  crested  height, 
Alike  are  steeped  in  languid  light  ; 
While  here  and  there  a  quivering  beam 
.Marks  where  the  brook  glides  gaily  by, 
Or  gilds  yon  vane  that  mocks  mine  eye 
With  lustrous  flashes,  when  the  breeze 
Stirs  lightly  'midst  the  neighbouring  trees. 
That  gilded  arrow,  placed  above 
The  mouldering,  ivy-mantled  walls  ! — 
An  hundred  dreams  of  joy  and  love 
That  point  of  glittering  light  recalls  ! 
I     :   here,  where  now  I  stray  forlorn, 
We  wat(  hed  it  many  a  summer's  morn  ; 
Or  when  the  SUD  was  sinking  low, 
And  tinged  it  with  a  ruddier  glow. 

!  now  it  marks  the  solemn  shade 
Where  she — my  life — my  all — is  laid  ! 

Alas  !  and  can  this  really  be  I 
That  I  am  here,  and where  is  si; 

0  God  !   I  call  on  Tm.i    for  power  ! 

1  ong  have  I  dreaded, — sought  this  hour. 
Alter  long  years  of  agOl 
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Of  strife  that  rent  my  soul  in  twain, 

Wild  prayers,  wild  hopes,  that  I  might  die, 

I  seek  this  fatal  spot  again  ; 

And  wandering  here,  alone — alone  ! 

With  weary  heart  and  inward  moan, 

I  wake  old  memories  of  pain, 

Which  once  had  well-nigh  wrecked  my  brain. 

There  is  a  luxury  of  woe  ; — 

We  revel  in  our  sufferings 

When  Time's  deep  waters  o'er  them  flow, 

Or  the  dim  Past  a  halo  flings 

O'er  griefs,  which  seen  in  clearer  light 

"Would  bid  scared  Reason  wing  her  flight 

From  th'  ill-omened  spot,  and  leave 

The  darkened  soul  in  gloom  to  grieve, 

Or  lighted  only  by  the  glare 

Of  madness,  rave  in  fierce  despair. 

And  thus,  in  reckless  misery, 

I  wake  each  torturing  memory. 

O  gaily  sounds  the  blackbird's  note  ! 

O'er  hill  and  dale  the  echoes  float 

Of  rural  life. — Yon  flowing  rill 

Chafes  wildly  as  it  turns  the  mill, 

Whilst  sparkling  foam  is  hurled  around, 

And  thundering  water  shakes  the  ground. 

All,  all  seem  careless  !     Songs  of  glee, 

Sweet  strains  of  maiden  minstrelsy, 

Proclaim  that  happy  hearts  are  near, 

And  rustic  gaiety  and  cheer. 

And  gaily  waves  the  yellow  corn 

Upon  the  sunlit  plain, 

Whilst  here  I  stray,  forlorn — forlorn  ! 


And  seek  fo  •  in  vain  ; 

And  loathe  the  van  which  shines  so  bri 

And  turn  away  my  dl 

i      she  \\1 

I-    pride,  its  crown— my  heart's  delight — 

II  1  her  eyes  in  lengthened  night, 

!  sleeps  amidst  the  dead  ! 

;eps  ! — Her  mortal  part, — but  where- 
( )h,  in  what  r  aim  and  fair, 

1  hvells  the  pure  soul  which  could  nut  die  ? 
sent  e,  which  once  glorified 
Doth  it  hide 
Itself  in  light,  in  yonder  sky  I 
(  )r  doth  it  hover  round  the  spot 
Where  once  she  dwelt, — and  now  is  not  ; 
Invisible,  yet  '  ill, 

Submissive  to  her  I  ill? 

down  within  the  sheltered  vale 
•  the  grey  Church  tower, 
I  faintly  gleaming,  sad  and  pale, 
My  own  lost  N  ceful  bower  ; 

All  glimmering  th.ro'  a  mist  of  te 
Vet  real  as  in  by  gone 
O  vanity  of  vanities  ! 
()  tangible  realit: 
The  i\y  glistening  in  the  light, 
The  latticed  casements  Hashing  bright, 

the  hour  of  grief  and  -loom 
That  saw  her  laid  within  the 

the  bitter!  tears  that  fell 
Upon  her  brow,  her  bed,  her  grave, 
the  solemn  funeral-knell, 
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Forget  the  grief  that  ceased  to  rave, 
Slow  sinking  into  dumb  despair  ; 
Forget  that  on  the  midnight  air 
Rose  agonising  cries — in  vain  ! 
She  rose  not  from  that  couch  of  pain  ! 
The  night-winds  strewed  the  roses  round, 
The  rain  in  torrents  beat  the  ground  ; 
But  sun  and  spring-time  came  once  more, 
And  roses  clustered  as  of  yore 
Around  that  chamber — hers  no  more  ! 
They  thrive, — they  twine  their  clusters  bright,- 
They  bloom, — but  not  to  charm  her  sight ! 
******** 

How  fair  she  was  !     How  more  than  fair  ! 

Not  sweet  blue  eyes,  and  golden  hair, 

And  voice  with  music  in  its  tone, 

And  slender  form,  were  hers  alone  ; 

But  something  lovelier, — holier  far, 

Which,  with  the  radiance  of  a  star, — 

A  chastened  glory,  free  from  sin, 

Shone  from  the  stainless  soul  within. 

Too  pure  for  earth  !     Too  meek  for  earth ! 

That  soul  was  ripe  for  Heaven  ! 

E'en  from  the  moment  of  its  birth  ; — 

For  a  brief  season  given 

To  thrill  each  heart  with  strange  delight, 

To  cheer  the  hearth,  to  bless  the  sight 

Of  those,  to  whom  the  hallowed  name 

Of  parent,  from  her  sweet  lips  came. 

Oh,  who,  when  summer's  fragrant  breath 

Awoke  the  leafy  grove, 

When  every  sound  was  harmony, 
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And  life  w  ts  full  of  love. 

(Like  Bome  melodious  instrument 

Touched  by  a  master's  skilful  hand, 

To  note-*,  uow  wildly  eloquent, 

Now  tender.  BOlemn  now,  and  grand 

Oh,  who  could  pause  with  labouring  breath 

To  think  of  cold,  relentless  Death  I 

The  tide  of  life  flowed  full  and  fast, — 

Too  swiftly,  and  too  full,  to  last ! 

I  have  been  happy  !     I  have  drained 

The  cup  of  rapture,  and  no  more 

Unknown  delights  on  earth  remained  ; — 

The  feast  is  done,— the  revel  o'er  ! 

Let  me  be  silent,  or  at  least 

Speak  calmly  of  the  vanished  feast  ; 

The  lights  are  quenched,  the  night  is  dark, 

A  dreary  path  before  me  lies  • — 

Yet  not  all  dim, — a  silver  arc 

Behold,  in  yonder  heavens  arise  ! 

We  met, — we  loved, — the  sweet  blue  heaven 

Smiled  gently  on  that  blissful  hour  j 

Nor  doubt,  nor  touch  of  worldly  leaven 

Exerted  its  unhallowed  power  ; 

For  both  were  young,  anil  she  was  fair, 

Soft,  pure,  and  bright,  as  summer  air. 

No  darker  moods,  no  guile  had  she, 

But  winning  ways  to  charm  the  heart, 

And  oft  she  sang  with  maiden  glee, 

Or  called  to  aid  the  magic  art, — 

The  witching  art  of  poesy, 

And  touched  the  notes  most  tunefully. 
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Whilst  native  Genius,  as  she  sung, 

Strange  charms  o'er  harp,  voice,  gesture,  flung. 

At  early  morn,  in  moonlit  hour, 

I  hovered  still  round  Nora's  bower. 

Our  troth  was  pledged.     No  rustic  maid 

With  simple  manners,  simple  mind, 

Was  she,  who  in  that  peaceful  shade 

Her  life,  her  love,  with  mine  had  twined, 

Till  both  were  linked  in  bonds  so  sure, 

Thro'  weal,  thro'  woe,  they  must  endure. 

Nor  did  she  dazzle,  spirit-like, — 

She  loved  to  win,  and  not  to  strike  ; 

And  I  was  won  by  maiden  smiles 

All  innocent,  and  free  from  wiles. 

For  ever  ! — O  how  different 

Was  she  from  maids  of  haughtier  mien, 

Who,  sweeping  by  with  eyebrows  bent, 

In  courts  and  cities  may  be  seen  ; 

Or  those  with  laughter  light  and  gay, 

Who  for  a  moment  wield  their  sway 

O'er  hearts  too  frivolous  and  vain 

One  holy  image  to  retain  ; 

Or  those,  who  full  of  learned  lore, 

Repel  the  sex  they  charmed  before  ; 

Disdaining  Nature's  mild  rebuke, 

Forgetting  woman's  work  of  love, 

Till  flash  from  altered  word  and  look 

More  of  the  falcon  than  the  dove. 

She  was  not  such  as  these. — Alas  ! 

My  parents  were  of  noble  birth, 

And  she — (how  soon  our  hopes  must  pass !) 

One  of  the  lowly  ones  of  earth. 


She  from  no  pretentious  line, 

Ught  her  half  divine. 

( )  she  .  Yet 

The  union  I  : — 

"Fo 
;  hers  was  poor, — and  both  were  proud. 
er  !     bar  from  hence 
I  would  have  borne  my  cherished  bride, 
But  no  per. siia>ions,  no  pretence, 
Could  lure  her  from  her  mother's  side  ; 
Her  father  .still  refused  consent. 
Withheld  by  a  far  nobler  pri; 
And  she, — my  life, — my  love, — was  bent 
His  will  and  pleasure  to  abid 
And  I — O  cruel,  cruel  fate  ' 
Was  thrust  from  Eden's  golden  gate. 

( )  i  ursed  pride  !     The  offspring  vile 
Of  him,  the  devilish  serpent,  who, 
"With  interest  feigned  and  cunning  wile, 
Beguiled  weak  Eve  with  tempting  show 
Of  high,  ambitious  gains,  till  low — 
Low  as  her  native  dust  she  fell  ; 

1  reaped  in  penalties  of  hell, 
And  shortened  life,  and  lengthened  woe, 
The  bitter  meed  of  those,  who  well 
1  live  learned  the  lesson — to  rebel  ! 
And  earth  is  sown  with  piercing  thoi 
While  far  has  tied  the  mocking  sheen 
Of  god  like  honours.      Passion  scorns 

rth's  lowly  \ alleys,  cool  and  green  ; 
ing  on  with  longin 
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In  search  of  fruits  of  Paradise, 
Which  gleam  one  moment,  fresh  and  fair, 
Then  melt  away  in  empty  air. 
And  Love  is  swept  a  down  the  tide 
Of  dark  Ambition's  raging  sea, 
O'erwhelmed  in  gulfs  of  Hate  and  Pride, 
Or  crushed  by  iron  Poverty  ; 
And  Sin  and  Death  hold  revel  dire, 
Consuming  Hope  with  baleful  fire. 
******* 

She  drooped  and  faded.     Day  by  day 

The  soft  transparent  colour  waned 

On  lip  and  cheek.     A  slow  decay 

Of  hope  and  strength,  their  forces  drained, 

Which  erst  had  made  her  step  so  light, 

Her  heart  so  gay,  her  eye  so  bright. 

She  looked  for  him  who  would  have  died 

To  save  her — but  now  wandering  far 

O'er  Eastern  deserts,  mourned  and  sighed, 

And  gazed  on  many  a  lustrous  star, 

As  tho'  to  read  his  destiny 

In  those  vast  heavens,  dark  and  high. 

His  destiny — and  hers,  for  Fate — 

Or  Heaven — had  left  them  desolate. 

Sad  musing  by  the  watch-fire's  glow, 

In  bitterness,  and  pain,  and  woe, 

J  thought  of  Nora,  and  a  shade 

Appeared  to  pass  before  mine  eyes  ; 

A  hand  upon  mine  own  was  laid, 

As  on  the  turf  a  rose-leaf  lies. 

I  heard  a  voice — or  so  it  seemed  ; 

I  thought  I  waked — perchance  I  dreamed  ; 
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But  howsoever  that  may  I 

'Twaa  Nora's  voi<  e  which  called  on  me 

0  how  should  I  t  that  i 
She  called  on  me  in  agOl 

The  time  was  short,  the  need  was  great, 

1  hastened  homewards  instantly, 
Still  fearing  to  be  all  too  late, 
For  well  I  knew  that  she  must  die. 
The  fragile  body  scarcely  held 
The  parting  soul,  when  1  returned  ; 
That  voice  which  once  in  music  swelled 
Was  faint  and  low  j  the  soft  eye  burned 
With  feverish  lustre.      Death  had  set 
His  seal  upon  the  fairest  face, 

The  purest  heart,  which  ever 

I  exer<  ised  their  nameless  grace. 

0  Death  !     <  >  Serpent  'midst  the  How. 

use  which  blighted  Eden's  bowers  ! 

1  found  her  dying  '      And  my  name 
Was  murmured  by  her  as  I  <    me. 

•       ••»••• 

0  yet  one  lingering,  last  embrace  ! 

1  i/ed  upon  her  angel  face, 

And  saw  a  new  light  settle  there — 
A  bright  reflection  from  on  high  ; 

ring  upwards,  <  aim  and  fair, 
It  caught  fresh  radiance  from  the  sky, 
\nd  warmed  into  a  holier  lil 
Remote  from  sorrow,  pain,  and  strife  ; — 
A  life  of  rest  ; — and  <  heek  and  i 
Were  Hushed  with  Immortality. 
<  >ur  lips  the  sacred  chalice  pressed  ; 
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An  earnest  of  that  glorious  rest  ; 

She  pointed  to  the  setting  sun — 

"  Like  him,"  she  said,  "  my  work  is  done  ; 

And  rest  is  sweet"     "And  must  / live  ? " 

"O  yes,"  she  answered,  "and — forgive!" — 

Then  words  of  hope  like  honey  fell 

From  her  pure  lips,  and  then — "  Farewell ! " 

0  let  me  hide  within  my  breast 
The  memory  of  the  wild  unrest, 
The  crushing  grief,  the  dark  despair, 
The  agony,  the  strange  dismay, 
Which  for  a  season  had  their  way, 
And  reigned  triumphant  there. 

Her  holy  words  allayed  the  storm  ; 

And  oftentimes  an  angel  form, 

Athwart  the  stillness  and  the  gloom, 

Appeared  to  hover  round  my  room  ; 

A  sound  of  harps,  a  solemn  strain, 

A  voice,  when  none  was  near, 

Which  soothed  my  hot  and  wandering  brain 

With  accents  silvery  clear. 

1  lived — I  left  my  couch  of  pain, 
I  mingled  with  the  world  again, 
With  withered  heart  and  hollow  eye, 
A  shadow  of  humanity. 

I  did  not  hate  my  fellow  men, 
I  did  not  even  scorn  thern  then  : 
I  only  felt  the  weariness 
Which  sighs  for  ever  after  rest, 
A  loathing  of  the  nothingness 
Which  occupies  each  human  breas- 


The  folly  and  the  vanity, 

The  emptiness  and  miser 

Which  'id  must,  possess  e  il, 

Till  long  drawn  y<  to  roll  ; 

My  only  hope  a  narrow  mound 

Of  earth  in  consecrated  ground, 

:        ath  the  yew-tree's  solemn  shade, 

In  the  (.dm  spot  where  she  is  laid  ; 

after  death  ! — ( '.<  >D  make  me  pure. 
And  strong,  His  pleasure  to  endure  ! 

The  clash  of  arms,  the  tented  field, 
Might  still  some  faint  excitement  yield. 
I  sought  it  where  the  cannon's  roar 
Proclaimed  the  deadly  strife  begun, 
"Where  the  green  turf,  bestained  with  gore, 
I       .\ed  crimson  to  the  setting  sun  ; 

y  : 

-•  We'll  -  tin  the  vii 

1  «  ared  but  little  for  the  name 

( >l"  -lory. —  1  v.  1  to  fame  ; 

Ah  e  the  sound  stirred  pulse  or  brain  ; 

Tho'  burning,  scorching  in  each  vein, 
Flowed  the  red  stream  which  brought  on  me 
The  curse  of  proud  nobility. 

d  with  plebeian  blood  I  sought 
To  mix  that  ruddy  I: 
Where  warlike  honours,  dearly  bought, 
The  plain  with  deeper  crimson  dyed. — 
In  vain  !     I  led  a  charmed  life, 
i  •  _  scatheless  from  the  strife. 

( )  man)  a  gallant  heart  was  still 
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And  many  a  noble  head  laid  low, 
And  many  a  dauntless  spirit  thrilled 
"With  grief  for  those,  on  whom  the  blow 
"Would  fall  with  overwhelming  power, 
When  spread  the  news  of  that  dark  hour. 
But  I,  for  whom  no  tears  would  fall, 
Might  pass  unharmed,  secure,  thro'  all  ! 
Strange  freaks  of  mocking  Destiny  ! 
They  live,  who  wildly  long  to  die  ; 
They  die,  for  whom  sad  tears  are  shed, 
And  agonising  prayers  are  said. 
None  cared  for  me,  and  I  lived  on 
"When  every  gleam  of  hope  was  gone. 
My  parents  lay  within  the  gloom 
Of  their  ancestral,  blazoned  tomb. 
My  brother — O  degenerate  son 
Of  such  a  haughty  race  ! 
He  loved  to  watch  fleet  horses  run, 
Or  gaze  upon  a  dancer's  face, 
Or  shake  the  dice,  or  rest  supine. 
Beneath  Italia's  skies  divine. 
My  sisters  ! — I  should  scorn  to  tell 
How  proud  they  were,  and  yet  how  mean  ; 
Absorbed  by  low  frivolities, 
Unworthy  schemes,  and  passions  fell ; 
So  insincere  and  worldly  wise, 
So  heartless  and  so  cold  I  ween  ! 
Enough  of  them  !     Alas,  what  part 
Had  they,  in  this  sore-stricken  heart  1 
O  what  are  titles,  power,  and  wealth, 
To  those,  who  sick  in  mind  or  health, 
Pine  only  for  the  grave  ? 


old  the  ch  irish 
Of  ( 
Slow  w 
Thro'  we  iry,  weary,  barren  3 

with  wild  regret  ai  m — 

lor  her  he  could  I 
Fell  scorn  and  loathing  tor  the  pride 
Which  ruthless,  tore  him  from  her  side. 
■       »        »        •       •  • 

I    ee  the  silvery  water  How, 

I  hear  the  summer  breezes  blow, 

in  the  days  of  old  ; 
The  quivering  point  of  golden  light 
Above  the  grey  tower  glistens  bright  ; 
The  corn  in  ripening  wa  .  oiled  ; 

The  clustering  roses,  sweet  and  1 
Still  clothe  yon  cottage  in  the  vale, 

still  I  pour  my  ce  moan  ; — 

"Oh,  Nora,  Nora  !  thou  art  gone  !  " — 
I   clasp  the  Cross, — I  bow  mine  head: — 

it  God  !  Thy  will  be  done  ! 
By  me  the  orphan  shall  be  fed, 
The  widow  roused  from  chill  despair, — 
The  blighting  grief,  the  gnawing  care  ; 
The  misery,  which  beneath  the  sun 
s  dull  and  hopeless,  lulled  to  sleep 
me — the  friend  ^\   all  who  weep  ; 
The  champion  of  th'  oppressed  and  poor, 
Who  fain  would  bid  them  mourn  no  in 
This  be  my  task  !-   A  Higher  Power 
A V ill  give  me  strength  to  bide  mine  hour  ! 
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Learning  to  sketch  in  years  gone  by, 

Th'  unpicturesque  and  common-place, 

The  Master's  brush  did  beautify, 

Or  with  dark,  sweeping  strokes  efface. 

"  This  must  be  merged  in  haze,"  he  said  ; 

"  This  lost  in  deep,  mysterious  shade  ; " — 

And  lo  !  thro'  mists  of  softest  hue, 

Th'  unpicturesque  romantic  grew  ; 

Or  with  grey  bars  of  shadow  crost, 

The  common-place  was  veiled  and  lost. 

Ah,  sweeping  mists  and  lines  of  shade, 
Veil  my  sad  life  from  every  eye  ! 
Let  dark,  dark  tints,  unsparing  laid, 
Shroud  all  in  dim  obscurity  ; 
Yea,  let  both  Past  and  Present  fade 
In  deepest  haze  and  mystery  ! 
For  bright  and  lovely  was  the  Past, 
Till  quenched  its  light  in  stormy  tears, 
In  wild  regrets,  and  anxious  fears, 
And  all  the  sorrows,  which  at  last — 
While  many  a  cloud  of  gloom  appears — 
Obscure  the  hopes  of  vanished  years. 
And  cold  and  bleak  the  Present  seems  ; 
No  light  across  the  landscape  streams  ; 


No  sudden  burst — no  golden  gleams, 
Dazzling  as  those  we  view  in  dreams, 
liut  uiie  unvaried,  barren  waste, 
By  bloom  of  hone  or  joy  ungraced. 

We  loved,  and  radiant  was  the  air  ; 
The  face  of  nature  warm  and  fair  ; 
And  thro'  a  vista  of  delight 
The  Future  shone  upon  our  sight. 
We  parted  ;  all  was  dreariness — 
No  ray  of  hope  mine  eyes  to  bless  ; 
But  wandering  on  to  wilds  unknown, 
I  felt  that  I  was  all  alone. 

Alone  !     Ami  trilling  jealousies 

I !    d  power  to  turn  his  heart  from  me  ! 

Ah,  yes  !  slight  storms  too  oft  arise 

Where  dl  seems  sure  tranquility  ; 

And  darkening,  closing  by  degrees, 

Conceal  the  heavens,  and  bow  the  trees  : 

Thus  lowered  the  storm-clouds,  thick  and  fast, 

Till  blazed  the  lightning,  roared  the  blast  ; 

And  I,  in  terror  gazing  round, 

■Where  blooming  roses  late  had  been, 

htening  a  gay  and  sunny  scene, 
'Midst  shady  bowers  and  banks  of  green, 
Myself  a  lonely  wanderer  found, 
With  slow  steps  treading  blighted  ground. 

Once  we  were  equal. — Side  by  side 
Ailown  Life's  stream  we  thought  to  glide  ; 
Dut  he  has  risen,  whilst  I  sank  low 
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In  sickness,  poverty,  and  woe  ; 

And  never  till  we  reach  the  main 

Shall  we  two  float  so  near  again. 

He  chose  another.     Does  he  love 

Her  fondly  as  he  once  loved  me  1 

She,  rich  and  gay — in  rank  above 

The  station  where  I  used  to  be  ! 

They  move  together  near  the  Court  ; — 

Was  it  connexion  that  he  sought  ? 

Advancement  in  ambitious  schemes, 

Instead  of  foolish  youthful  dreams, 

Such  as  once  led  our  steps  along 

Thro'  flowery  meads  with  smile  and  song  1 

Or  might  some  softer  sentiment, 

Its  grace  and  sweetness  still  have  lent, 

Tho'  quenched  the  fire  which  burned  so  high 

In  bygone  days  when  /was  nigh? 

The  workings  of  the  human  heart 

Are  ever  hard  to  comprehend  ; — 

I  judge  him  not. — We  dwell  apart, 

And  I  am  left  without  a  friend  ! 

Unequal  are  the  paths  of  men  ; — 
Some  rise  to  honour,  some  are  laid 
Low  in  the  dust,  and  some  again 
Are  cast  into  perpetual  shade. 
The  rich  man's  chariot  flashes  by 
The  dens  where  want  and  misery  lie  ; 
The  sound  of  music  wakes  the  air 
Close  by  the  ear  of  wild  Despair, 
And  sends  him  on  his  headlong  course 
More  rapidly  for  contrast's  sake  ; 
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Their  thirst  at  different  fountains  slaki 
The  theatre  and  masquerade, 

The  ( 'hurch  yard,  and  the  convent's  shade. 

0  why  is  this  I  -  We  shall  Dot  kn 
So  1"  we  remain  below  ; 

But  all  that  seein^  i  onfused  ami  strai 

rought  by  Him  whose  name  is  Light — 
Whose  paths  are  mercies — thro'  each  chaii- 
To  lead  us  to  th'  Eternal  height. 

1  feel  this,  tho'  a  veil  is  drawn 

the  aching  eyes  which  turn 
P     t  (  irthly  lights  that  wavering  bum, 
To  watch  until  the  wn 

Else,  working  on  from  d 

Poor,  friendless,  tried  by  frequent  pain, 

Slow  toiling  on  my  v.  y, 

These  trials  might  seem  cruel — vain. 

An  author — writing  less  for  fame, 

Than  means  to  purchase  daily  haul, 

To  light  the  ruddy  winter  flame, 

To  smooth  the  pillow  for  my  head — 

My  head  which  throb-,  and  burns,  whilst  still 

i     im  morn  till  night  I  di  the  frown 

( )f  poverty  my  s<  ourg  :— my  will 
Subdued  ;.in  i — 

\'i  idle,  whispering  commoi  — 

(   ondemned  to  live,  bereft  of  health   ; 
And  for  those  happy  daj 
0  full  of  life  and  liber  ■ 
When  thro'  U  dows  full  of  fl< 
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Thro'  moonlit  glades  and  dewy  bowers, 
I  freely  roved, — and  he  ! — Ah,  yet, 
Does  he  remember  1     Or  has  change 
Bade  his  thoughts  take  a  shorter  range, 
And  taught  him  coldly  to  forget  1 
I  will  not  dwell  upon  this  sorrow 
Lest  my  heart  break  ;  but  looking  on — 
On,  on  !  in  faith,  unto  the  morrow, 
Forget  that  earthly  hopes  are  gone  ; 
For  grief  is  sent  to  lead  us  o'er 
Life's  waters  to  a  safer  shore  ! 
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Who  knows  not  in  this  world  of  change  and  woe 
I  low  joy  and  grief  like  sister  fountains  flow  ; 
How  hope  and  sorrow  wander  side  by  side, 

dark  Pr  on  ami  the  happy  I 

\\  e  gather  roses  to  entwine  our  hair, 
And  lo  !  a  piercing  thorn  is  hidden  there  ; 
We  watch  the  hues  of  sunset  with  delight, 
Till  o'er  us  steals  the  (hilling  breath  of  night  ; 
Like  mournful  memories  on  a  festal  day, 
When  every  heart  and  fare  would  fain  be  gay  ; 
For  vainly  from  remembrance  would  we  cast 
The  tears  and  doubts  and  losses  of  the  Pa 
Footsteps  of  bridal  guests  oft  pass  above 
The  heads  of  those,  whom,  sleeping  we  still  love 

Better  than  all  the  !  mirth 

those  who  yet  live,  hope,  and  love  on  earth  , 

Im    l©  I   may  be  the  living,  but  more  dear 
The  memory  of  those  who  are  not  here. 

1  blooming  Qowei  trewn  with  lavish  hand 

Where  cr<  '  with  pale  immort  and 
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And  who  shall  say  that  fairer  and  more  sweet 

Are  the  fresh  buds  that  fall  beneath  our  feet, 

Than  th'  unchanging  wreaths  that  o'er  the  dead 

The  bloom  and  fragrance  of  affection  shed  1 

Oh,  life  is  full  of  varying  light  and  shade, 

Of  buds  that  spring  afresh,  and  flowers  that  fade  ! 

If  summer  suns  ne'er  shone,  this  world  would  be  all  night 

Did  nature  ever  smile,  'twould  be  too  fair  and  bright. 


IN     MEMORIAM. 

Lo,  when  the  sun  is  high,  a  shadow  creeps 
Athwart  the  light,  and  earth  and  heaven  steeps 
Alike  in  darkness.     So  th'  impenetrable  gloom 
That  ever  vaguely  broods  around  the  tomb, 
Rose  like  a  sudden  mist,  and  wrapped  him  round, 
Who  love  and  honour  in  all  eyes  had  found. 
Could  prayers  and  tears  have  saved  him,  not  in  vain 
Had  earnest  prayers  ascended,  nor  like  rain 
Sad  tear-drops  fallen,  nor  one  widowed  heart 
Owned  a  deep  grief  which  never  may  depart 
Till  life  is  o'er  ; — for  those  who  love  the  most 
Alone  can  realise  the  mighty  cost 
Of  such  a  loss.     But  it  was  Heaven's  decree 
That  henceforth  sad  and  lonely  she  should  be, 
Who  shared  with  him  the  honours  of  her  throne, 
And  fondly  dwelt  on  every  look  and  tone. 
The  blow  was  sped. — Beneath  yon  vaulted  arch 
Rolled  the  deep  thunders  of  the  funeral  march  ; 
And  requiems  which  sighed  a  Prince  to  rest 
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ive  echoes  found  in  ever) 

aot  in  anger,  but  in  kindrj 
["he  a  ,  him  we  loved  so  well  ; 

The  harvest  waited  but  the  reaper's  hand 
The  bark  was  wrecked  upon  a  friendly  strand  ; 
The  soul  was  ready— every  look  and  tone- 
Meet  for  the  summons,  when  God  called  His  own 
From  this  dim  world  of  change  and  death,  away 
To  the  bright  regions  of  Eternal  day. 
Look  on  the  countless  stars  that  fill  the  night 
With  lustre  ;  and  the  planets,  pure  and  bright, 
That  thro'  the  realms  of  space  harmonious  move, 
For  Hi.  who  formed  them  i-  of  love  ; 

And  tho'  HE  dwells  in  majesty  and  power 

teth  not  the  lowliest  lor  an  hour, 
Nay,  for  one  moment,  and  their  faintest  sig 
I    borne  at  once  to  where  Hi  reigns  on  hi 
I  .et  us  be  comforted,  for  he  who  died 
I  las  left  a  name  on  which  all  dwell  with  pride  ; 
And  GOD,  who  oft  takes  those  we  love  the  hot, 

1  (  omfort  the  survivors,  to  the  dead  give  rest  ! 
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Now  let  the  measure  change,  and  fling 

A  lighter  strain  around  ; 
A  witching  grace  o'er  voice  and  string, 

A  sweet  and  hopeful  sound  ; 
For  light  and  glad  should  be  the  lay 
That  hails  our  Prince's  marriage-day. 


ALEXANDRA. 

Winter  ofl  om  shore  to  shore 

O'er  earth  and  sea  his  wrath  to  pour  ; 
But  late  hath  visited  our  land 
With  smiling  looks  and  gentler  hand. 

I   ableni  of  hope,  the  snowdrop  peeps 
From  the  fresh  earth,  and  onward  creeps 
The  quiet  Spring — not  over-bold, 
But  soft  and  fair,  her  locks  of  gold 

Unbound,  and  waving  in  the  breeze 
That  fans  the  flowers  and  lulls  the  seas. 

blue  e;  k  their  kindred  sk 

Her  cheeks  are  Hushed  with  glad  surpris 

For,  mingling  with  the  song  of  birds, 
On  every  side  rise  joyous  words  : — 

e  comes  !  to  gladden  with  her  smile 
Our  well-beloved  and  noble  I 

Who  comes  ?     Not  Spring  alone.     A  pair 
Of  lovely  maidens,  sweet  and  fair  ; — 
A  Princess,  wafted  by  the  wil 
her  meet  herald,  gentle  Spri; 

She  comes  !     All  innocem  e  and  grace  ! — 
The  charm  impressed  upon  her  ! 
Which  goodness  ran  alone  impart, 
To  cheer  and  soften  every  heart. 
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Happy  the  Prince  who  owns  a  bride 
Thus  meet  to  be  a  Nation's  pride  ! 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  the  New  Year 
Which  brings  such  store  of  love  and  cheer  ! 

And  happy  too  the  maiden  fair 
Who  links  her  fate  with  Britain's  Heir  ! 
Happy,  most  happy,  to  have  won 
The  love  of  such  a  Prince  and  son. 

Eyes  that  with  grief  were  brimming  o'er, 
Now  brighten  into  smiles  once  more. 
Tho'  mourning  still  th'  illustrious  dead, 
Each  saddened  heart  and  drooping  head 

Must  turn  rejoicing  to  the  light 
Which  shines  with  softened  rays,  yet  bright  ; 
Cheering  the  land  where  sorrow's  shade 
A  dark  eclipse  at  noontide  made. 

As  flowers  of  purest  ray  oft  bloom 
Fragrant  and  fresh  above  a  tomb, 
So  bloom  our  virtues,  sweet  and  fair, 
O'er  graves  where  else  would  spring  despair. 

Stones,  cast  into  a  still,  deep  stream, 
Bid  ever-widening  circles  gleam  ; — 
Thus  he  who  lies  in  calmest  rest, 
And  she  who  reigns,  are  doubly  blest. — 

Blest  in  their  own  good  deeds  :  for  lo  ! 
The  circles  wide  and  wider  grow  ! 
And  blest  once  more  that  love's  sweet  toil 
Was  wasted  on  no  barren  soil. 
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Their  children  live,  and  bless  their  name  ; 
\  grateful  Nation  does  the  same  ; — 
A  willing  tribute,  far  more  sweet 
Than  those  which  mark  a  foe's  defeat. 

Loud  may  the  joy-bells  ring,  for  dear 
Are  all  Victoria's  race  ;  and  clear 
The  hopes  with  which  we  welcome  o'er 
Fair  Alexandra  to  our  shore  ! 

Spring,  bill  thy  softest  breezes  blow  ! 
Let  little  streamlets  murmur  low  ; 

And  every  Bower  with  tiny  bell 
The  universal  welcome  swell  ! 


rill,     LIGHT     OF     llolT 

Past  are  the  glories  of  the  bridal  day, 

The  gay  procession,  and  the  Royal  train  ; 

The  glitter  and  the  pomp  have  passed  away, 

And  where  glad  songs  arose  doth  silence  reign. 

Hushed  are  the  joy-bells  now  ;  their  duty  done, 

\i,d  hushed  the  people's  shout    The  cannon's  roar 

Hath  ceased  to  e<  ho  ;  and  the  rising  sun 

Shines  on  proud  banners  and  green  wreaths  no  more. 

The  blaze  of  light  that  gathered  countless  crov. 
vanished    and  the  ruddy  beai  on  fii 

it's  sable  robe  both  town  and  country  shrouds, 
\  >r  ardent  zeal  the  multitude  inspir 
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The  Day  of  days  is  o'er,  and  all  sink  down 
Into  their  former  unobtrusive  round 

Of  duties  ;  quiet  vale  and  busy  town  ; 

No  gay  spectators  in  the  streets  are  found. 

Yet  tho'  the  glory  of  The  Day  is  past, 

Its  pleasant  memories  cling  around  them  still  ; 

And  hope  and  joy  their  bright  reflections  cast 
In  every  heart,  like  stars  in  some  pure  rill. 

They  tell  how  to  her  noble  husband's  side 
Fair  Alexandra  came — all  gentleness, 

And  timid,  as  became  a  youthful  bride — 

To  walk  with  him  in  paths  of  righteousness. 

They  dwell  upon  our  Prince's  courteous  mien, 
And  draw  fair  omens  for  the  dawning  years  ; 

And,  weeping,  speak  with  reverence  of  our  Queen, 
Whose  joy  was  mingled  with  regretful  tears. 

Ah,  noble  Lady,  to  our  hearts  so  dear, 

May  comfort  dawn  upon  thy  widowed  soul  ! 
And  sorrow,  growing  milder  year  by  year, 
■  Own  blest  Religion's  sacred  control. 

Oh,  may  the  soft  domestic  ties  that  bind 

Thy  children  to  thy  heart,  bring  peace  and  rest  ! 

And  may  our  Prince  and  Princess  ever  find 

Their  path-way  easy — by  few  cares  oppressed  ! 

Yea,  may  thy  children  prosper,  and  the  land 

Thou  rul'st  so  wisely  !     Peace  be  with  us  all ! 

Thus  shall  the  reflex  of  that  pageant  grand 
Not  vainly  on  the  gazing  nations  fall. 


. 
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OH     HEADING     THE     Lll'H     OK     I'lIAKLOTTE     liROXTB. 


0  Life  !  O  1  >eath  !     So  different  ye  appear 

That  I  must  ponder  o'er  your  names  and  weep  : 

We  cling  to  Life,  and  look  on  Death  with  fear — 
Life  is  a  vision,  Death  a  dreamless  sleep. 

Yet  which  is  kinder  I      Dreary,  aimless  Life, 

That  hinds  us  to  existence  strange  and  lone  ; 

( )r  1  )eath,  who  steals  the  daughter,  friend,  and  wife, 
From  household  joys,  to  make  her  all  his  own  I 

Thus  thought  I,  musing  over  one  who  died, 

Gifted  with  Genius,  praised,  neglected,  poor ; 

Of  her  they  buried  on  a  bleak  hill-side, 

Amidst  the  tempests  of  a  barren  moor. 

Her  hie  was  dark, — her  history  most  drear. 

Dimming  mine  eyes  with  sorrow  but  to  dream 

( )f  her  vain  struggles.     Yet  her  (  ourse  to  che 

Some  rays  of  hope  bestowed  their  transient  gleam. 
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O  not  all  desolate  that  soul  can  be 

Where  Genius  burns  with  bright,  undying  flame, 
Disclosing  sights  the  dull  world  cannot  see, 

Aspiring,  longing,  daring  all,  for  Fame. 

Dreams  were  life's  object  ;  dreams  her  daily  food 
In  that  deep  solitude  wherein  she  dwelt  ; 

'Midst  savage  hills,  and  beings  wild  and  rude, 
The  strife  of  lofty  impulses  she  felt. 

Deep  thoughts  and  feelings  did  her  soul  inspire 
To  rouse  itself,  and  war  with  cruel  Fate  ; 

To  charm  the  nations  when  she  tuned  her  lyre 

To  notes  of  Passion — Love — Defiance — Hate. 

Or  in  sweet  accents,  gentle,  soft,  subdued, 

Amidst  the  mountains  to  pour  forth  her  song  ; 

Or  from  the  storms  and  shades  to  take  her  mood, 

Breathing  strange  whispers,  fiery,  stern,  and  strong. 

Hers  was  a  life  of  trial,  from  the  hour 

When  her  grave  childhood  bore  reproach  and  blame, 
Feeling  the  struggles  of  an  inner  power, 

Whose  ceaseless  efforts  wore  her  feeble  frame  ; 

To  the  dread  time  when  darker  shadows  fell 

On  that  lone  house  within  the  church-yard's  gloom  ; 

A  brother's  sin  ! — O  woeful  tale  to  tell ! 
Until  he  sank  into  the  silent  tomb. 

Her  sisters  too,  died  early.     Young  and  brave, 
And  fondly  loved,  departing  one  by  one  ; 

Their  hopes,  their  talents,  swallowed  by  the  grave, 
Whilst  she  must  meet  her  sorrow  all  alone. 
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Still  to  press  onward  ;  still  to  bear  the  weight 

(  >f  household  cares  amidst  her  bitter  grief  ; 

To  soothe  her  aged,  half  blind  father's  fate, 
And  in  Imagination  seek  relief. 

Such  was  her  lot.     The  virtues  all  unseen 

That  her  rough  path  way  <  ompassed  and  adorned  ; 
1 1,  r  faith  and  patience  in  each  trying  scene  ; 

While  the  world  read  and  wondered,  praised  and 
scorned  ; 

Passing  harsh  judgments  on  the  unknown!  mind, 
Whose  works  excited,  pleased,  or  gave  offence  ; 

Speaking  calumnious  falsehoods,  rash  and  blind, 

While  she  sat  trembling,  far  removed  from  thence  ; 

ring  those  sounds  like  distant  thunder  roll 
Around  the  dreary  dwelling,  where  alone 
She  heard  the  night-wind  speaking  to  her  soul 

In  many  a  loved  and  deeply-cherished  tone  ; 

I !  aring  the  words  of  those  who  sought  to  pierce 
The  veil  that  wrapped  her  in  obscurity  ; 

I !  earing  the  voice  of  censure  loud  ami  fierce, 
Casting  vile  slanders  on  her  modesty  ; 

1  [(  iring  the  craving,  ceaseless  cry  for  more 

Wild  efforts  of  her  brain,  when  sad  and  faint, 

Her  hopes,  her  dreams,  her  thirst  for  fame  were  o'er, 
And  the  dim  moorland  only  heard  her  plaint. 

\     >lil  rj  mourner,  wandering  still 

Where  those  she  loved  had  wandered  far  and  wide  : 
die  hoarse  waterfall  and  purple  hill, 
( >r  where  the  heather  clad  the  m 
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With  nerves  unstrung,  and  wasted,  fragile  frame, 
A  prey  to  vague  illusions  raised  by  grief  ; 

Mourning  and  weeping  o'er  each  treasured  name, 
Only  in  duty  seeking  out  relief. 

Brave  soul  !  that  still  could  battle,  when  the  sky 

Portentous  gloomed  with  all  the  tempest's  power  ; 

My  fancy  brings  thy  mountain  dwelling  nigh, — 

The  crowded  grave-yard  and  the  dark  church  tower. 

Meet  dwelling  for  a  mournful  soul  like  thine, 

Shy  and  retiring,  filled  with  thoughts  most  strange  ; 

A  heart  wherein  no  ray  of  hope  might  shine, 

A  life  that  knew  not  pleasure,  joy,  or  change. 

Yet  one  short  hour  of  happiness  she  knew 

'Ere  God  recalled  her  from  this  vale  of  tears  : — 

The  bride  of  one,  who,  loving,  strong,  and  true, 

Had  sought  her  steadfastly  thro'  lengthening  years. 

Brief  was  the  season  of  her  wedded  life, 

Yet  calm  and  peaceful.     Then  relentless  Death 

Snatched  from  her  husband's  arms  the  faithful  wife, 
And  chilled  her  senses  with  his  icy  breath. 

God's  ways  are  not  as  man's ;  and  none  can  tell 
The  hidden  mercies  in  that  act  concealed, 

Till  the  Great  Day,  when  earth,  and  heaven,  and  hell, 
Before  His  judgment-seat  shall  stand  revealed. 

Till  then  she  sleeps  in  trust.     That  restless  mind 
Is  hushed,  that  fragile  form  unconscious  lies  ; 

The  fallen  one,  the  desolate,  the  blind, 

Were  the  sad  mourners  at  her  obsequies. 
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set  be  her  slumbers  !  Life's  stem  trials  o'er. 
She  heeds  aot  Malice  or  Detraction's  voi< 
Nor  praise  nor  blame  can  move  her  spirit  moi 
Nor  earthly  pleasures  bid  her  heart  rejoice. 

She  sleeps  in  peace  I     O  gentle  be  the  bre 

That  murmurs  round  her  lowly  resting  place  ! 

There  she  reposes  in  unbroken  e 

V.  aiting  the  hour  of  happiness  and  grace. 
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Low  upon  the  summer  shore 
Sate  Rupert,  Sybil,  Eleanore, 
While  the  tide  washed  evermore 

To  their  feet  with  silvery  sound. 
Round  their  brows  the  languid  air 
Played  with  loving  softness  :  ne'er 
Did  gentler  breeze  stir  Sybil's  hair, 

Or  hover  brighter  form  around. 

And  what  did  Rupert's  clear,  dark  eye 
Mark,  as  it  roved  o'er  wave  and  sky  % 
The  golden  ripples  glancing  nigh 

Upon  the  sapphire  tide  ? 
Or  the  golden  ripples  of  her  hair, 
And  eyes  with  liquid  sapphire  fair, 
Whence  shone  bright  thoughts  and  fancies  rare 

And  there  was  nought  impure  to  hide  1 

Lovers  they  were,  as  all  might  tell 

Who  watched  her  bosom  heave  and  swell, 

When  Rupert's  words  and  glances  fell 

Like  ardent  flame  on  ear  and  eye. 
And  Eleanore  ?    A  love  most  pure 
That  whilst  she  breathed  must  still  endure, 
Dwelt  in  her  heart  for  both,  and  sure 

She  felt  that  all  went  happily. 
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Oil,  why  then  doth  she  turn  ;r 

nes  and  glana 
That  flash  and  rin. 

Upon  the  shining  beach  alo: 
Alone  !— In  that  small  word  was  pent 

1  [et  set  ret,  and  whilst  Sybil  leant 

On  Rupert,  her  pale  sister  went 

Along  the  shore  to  make  her  moan 

To  dancing  waves  that  mocked  her  grief; 
And  from  the  skies  to  seek  relief  ; 
Remembering  how  vain  and  brief 

The  hopes  that  once  had  warmed  her  heart. 
Rupert  was  loved  by  two,  but  he 
Loved  Sybil  from  the  first,  and  she 

I      .  e  love  for  love— one  mystery 
Half  binding,  severin ;  in  part 

Her  soul  and  Eleanore's. — The  last 

Mused  drearily  upon  the  past, 

While  tears  from  hazel  eyes  dropped  fast, 

And  veiled  in  bitterness  their  light 
\  et  loved  she  Sybil-    wished  her  well- 
Meantime  the  twain  some  wizard  spell 
Appears  to  bind,  for  long  they  dwell 

On  future  joys  and  visions  bright. 

1  ligh  rose  gay  Sybil's  spirits.      She, 
Inspired  by  wild  se<  urity, 

limed  a  tone  <»f  mockery, 

And  showed  upon  her  slender  hand 
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A  circlet  formed  of  burnished  gold  ; 
And  this  the  story  that  she  told  : 
"Ah,  Rupert  !  you  were  over-bold— 

My  cousin  doth  my  love  command  ! " 

Bright  flashed  her  eyes  with  childish  glee, 
But  Rupert's  passions  breaking  free, 
Filled  his  whole  heart  with  jealousy, 

And  darkly  gloomed  his  brow. 
Ill  would  it  suit  this  spotless  page 
To  tell  the  bitterness  and  rage 
That  instant  overflowed,  to  wage 

Fierce  war  with  one  adored  till  now. 

One  who  from  terror  could  not  speak. 

Oh,  shame  to  injure  one  so  weak  ! 

Her  glance  was  raised— imploring,  meek 

To  stay  him.     In  his  furious  grasp 
He  seized  her  arm  so  slight  and  fair, 
And  left  a  crimson  circlet  there, 
And  in  her  heart  a  dull  despair, 

More  deep  for  that  last  cruel  clasp. 

She  watched  him  pass  away,  with  eyes 
W  herein  was  fixed  a  wild  surprise. 
"  For  ever  !  "—Ah,  she  could  not  rise 

Till  Eleanore  returned  again. 
"  Sister,  what  ails  thee  ?  "—Sadly  fell 
That  drear  "  For  ever,"  like  the  knell 
Of  hope,  on  ears  that  fain  would  dwell 

On  tones  less  fraught  with  bitter  pain. 
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No  hope  ' — No  comfort  !     All  day  long 
The  \va\cs  (  ontinued  their  gay  song, 
Glinted  the  sun  green  leaves  amo 

\s  in  the  happy  i laws  of  yore. 
But  hushed  the  voire  that  like  a  brook 
Its  can  ly  rejoi<  ing  took 

o'er  stones  that  gleamed,  'neath  boughs  that  shook. 

Hushed,  hushed  for  evermore. 

A  year  had  I,  when  by  the  sea 

A  wayworn  man  wept  bitterly. 

Rupert  !      But,  oh,  where  was  she  ? 
( io.  ask  yon  soft  green  mound. 
Then  Eleanore,  with  heart  half  broki 
And  love  that  never  must  be  spoken, 
»  him  by  many  a  solemn  token 
Where  peace  might  yet  be  found. 
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A  strain  of  music  fell  on  mine  ear, 

The  sound  of  an  ancient  meiody  ; 
The  notes  were  thrilling,  and  wild,  and  clear, 

As  the  memory  of  days  gone  by. 

Wild  and  clear  as  a  gushing  stream, 

Then  dying  in  distance  faint  and  low  ; 

All  indistinct  as  the  sounds  in  a  dream, 

Or  those  which  are  heard  when  night-winds  blow. 

Wild  and  sweet  as  a  dream  of  joy, 

When  the  fancy  revels  'midst  aery  scenes, 

And  the  cup  of  pleasure  has  no  alloy, 

And  the  rapt  soul  asks  not  what  this  means  ; 

But  drinks  of  the  draught  that  sparkles  bright, 
And  a  strange  fire  courses  thro'  every  vein  ; 

Yea,  drinks  of  the  cup  of  wild  delight, 

Till  it  dazzles  the  eyes  and  unsettles  the  brain. 

So  thrilled  those  notes.     Then  sad  and  slow, 

They  touched  my  heart  with  their  solemn  measure  ; 

My  spirit  sank  ;  and  each  pulse  beat  low, 

As  they  beat  when  roused  from  a  dream  of  pleasure — 

We  w.ike  to  a  sense  of  pain  and  grief, 

In  the  lonesome  night,  in  a  dim  room  lying  ; 
\ roused  from  the  slumbers  which  brought  relief, 
To  wati  h  the  flickering  night-lamp  dying  ; 


1  to  list  to  the  moan  of  the  wind  without, 
\ml  to  brood  o'er  the  desolate  thoughts  within, 
And  in  darkness  to  strive  with  fear  and  doubt, 
And  ask  why  we  entered  a  world  of  sin. 

Thus  was  I  moved  by  that  ancient  strain  ; — 

And  borne  aloft  on  its  melody. 
]  fancied  that  1  was  young  again, 

A    1  the  days  were  those  so  long  gone  by. 

And  the  buried  hopes  of  youth  arose 

From  the  tomb  where  sorrow  had  bound  them  ',' 
And  the  heart  long  chilled  by  care,  unfroze, 

beating  high  as  in  the  vanished  bast. 

And  th>  of  friends  Ion-  changed  or  d< 

ae  vividly  forth  from  obscurity  ; 
An  1  m  m\  that  long  had  i1 

And  many  a  cherished  memory. 

And  many  a  voice,  on<  e  glad  and  dear — 

A  rush  of  thoughts,  and  a  scent  of  flowers  ; 
And  many  a  footstep,  (>  how  dear, 

In  those  happy,  by-gone  summer  hours  ! — 

So  real  once  !     So  distant  now  ! 

E'en  fading  away  like  that  changing  strain, 
Whose  mournful  cadence  contract-  my  brow 

As  1  list,  with  a  sharp  and  sudden  pain. 

A  | Mil-  of  sorrow — the  Longing  feel 

Which  old  associations  bring  ; 
The  saddened  thoughts  that  o'er  us  steal, 

1  OW  whisp  lime  is  on  the  win 
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"And  we  have  passed  away  from  youth, 
And  all  its  hopes,  so  strong  and  brave, 

And  years  make  manifest  the  truth 

That  we  are  drifting  towards  the  grave  ! " — 

And  therefore  that  ancient  melody, 

To  which  I  had  listed  in  vanished  days, 

Moved  my  spirit  so  strangely  and  powerfully, 

And  swept  from  the  distance -its  vagueness  and  haze  ; 

Till  I  saw  in  a  vision  all  joys  and  griefs 

Of  the  time  I  had  left  so  far  behind  ; — 

Life's  sunny  waters,  its  shoals  and  reefs, 

As  those  wild  notes  floated  by  on  the  wind. 

And  I  wished — O  I  know  not  what  ! — Perhaps 

That  I  might  be  a  child  once  more  ; 
Or,  dreaming  perchance  of  a  shorter  lapse, 

I  sighed  to  gain  a  safer  shore, 

Where  grief  might  slumber,  and  memory  rest, 
And  all  vain  longings  be  lulled  to  sleep  ; 

Or,  perchance  I  sighed  for  some  human  breast 
To  lean  on  ere  tempting  that  unknown  deep  ! 
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Twixt  the  dark  and  dawn  of  a  summer  morn, 
Three  spirits  rose  up  thru'  the  dusky  air  ; 

And  no  mortal  could  see  what  their  form  might  be, 
(  >r  their  beauty  with  earthly  (harms  compare. 

A  fair  young  maiden,  with  locks  of  light, 
And  eyes  that  rivalled  the  stars  above, 

A  icended  first,  with  a  glad  outburst 

Of  praise  and  rejoicing,  of  hope  and  love, 

Happy  and  brief  had  been  her  life, 

And  men  called  her  early  parting  drear  ; 

But  she  knew  it  was  better  to  part  in  pe 

Than  to  a  and  suffering  here. 

I       lerly  nurtured,  and  fondly  loved, 

Med  from  all  that  can  wring  the  heart, 
She  knew  not  evil.  ief,  nor  hal 

Yet  felt  it  was  blissful  thus  to  depart. 

Sweet  rose  her  song,  of  regret  and  wrong 

Unconscious,  like  that  of  a  guileless  bird  ; 

But  each  quivering  note,  thai  to  fl  -at 

On  the  wind,  by  a  sorrowing  spirit  was  heard. 

One  who  with  watching  and  waiting  pale, 

Longing  looked  back  to  the  troubled  earth, 
As  loth  to  go,  tho'  her  chant  of  9 

.rief  and  \  1  .hew  its  birth. 
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For  she  had  Genius,  and  longed  to  speak 

In  impassioned  words  to  the  hearts  of  men  ; 

But  men  called  her  fiery  language  weak, 

And  drooping  she  closed  her  lips  again. 

Strange  were  the  visions  she  saw  when  alone, 

But  they  scoffed  at  her  words  ere  fully  spoken  ; 

Nor  heeded  the  waste  of  life  and  hope, 

Their  malice  had  wrought,  nor  the  young  heart  broken. 

She  would  not  curse,  tho'  she  could  not  love, 

And  her  eyes  were  wild,  and  her  cheek  was  pale, 

As  she  took  the  last  bitter,  regretful  farewell 

Of  the  world  that  had  wronged  her,  in  one  long  wail. 

Oh,  sad  to  part  thus  ! — But  gliding  slow, 

Like  a  silent  moonbeam  a  pure  form  came  ; 

One  who  had  suffered  and  striven  below, 

Yet  triumphed  o'er  sorrow  and  vanquished  shame. 

And  holiest  love  from  the  realms  above 

Shone  forth  from  her  clear  and  steadfast  eyes  ; 

On  her  gentle  face  remained  no  trace 

Of  the  wrongs  that  had  made  her  sadly  wise. 

Deep  were  the  scars  she  bore  within 

Of  the  cruel  strife,  but  her  stainless  soul 

Came  forth  from  the  contest  with  trouble  and  sin 
All  glorious,  and  meet  for  a  heavenly  goal. 

Full  of  all  solemn,  unspeakable  thoughts, 
With  looks  cast  upward  she  silent  rose  ; 

Forgiving  and  trustful,  for  well  she  knew 

She  was  passing  from  sorrow  to  calmest  repose. 
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And  while  her  sister's  vexed  spirit  turned 

From  the  maiden's  sweet  hymns  to  the  barren  world, 
She  inwardly  joined  in  those  notes  of  delight, 

As  she  floated  beside  her  with  soft  wings  furled. 

And  she  longed  to  comfort  the  wounded  soul, 

1  teach  her  that  high  in  the  regions  above 
Tho^e  who  much  have  lost,  and  have  sorrowed  most, 
Shall  find  richest  store  of  consoling  love. 

Jllissful  to  float  thus  with  folded  hands, 

Imparting  the  lesson  she  learned  in  pain — 

That  to  those  tried  most  deeply,  if  true  to  themsel \ 
The  fullest  and  holiest  rest  doth  remain. 
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She  lived,  and  sang,  and  died  unknown;, 
For  none  would  list  the  wondrous  tone 

Of  her  harp's  untutored  melodies. 
She  sang  her  sweetest  songs  alone, 
But  her  voice  ascended  to  the  Throne 

Of  Him  who  rules  her  native  skies. 

On  earth  her  life  was  full  of  pain, 
Her  genius  scorned,  her  efforts  vain 

To  touch  one  kindred  mind. 
He  took  her  to  a  realm  of  light, 
Where  Genius  burns  for  ever  bright, 

"With  holiest  thought  combined. 

And  the  world  knew  not  it  had  lost 
A  master- spirit,  wildly  tost 

Awhile  upon  its  troubled  stream. 
And  shallow  upstarts  still  may  reign 
Triumphant,  where  men  would  not  deign 

To  list  the  PoeL's  wondrous  dream. 
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The 
(allowing  a  a  legends  connected  with  it. 


Si  i i.i.  the  workmen  toiled  and  laboured 
At  the  building  day  by  day  ; 

And  lo  !  the  Evil  One  at  night-fall 
Still  conveyed  the  stones  away. 

Thus  the  sacred  work  was  hindered. 
Aisle  nor  spire  their  will  obeyed  ; 

And  the  wondering  people  vainly 

Sought  the  stones  in  held  and  glade. 

Ceat  arched,  and  ceaseless  builded, 

'in  the  earliest  peep  of  light, 
Till  the  sun  had  veiled  bis  splendour, 

yielding  place  to  gloomy  night. 

And  the  cunning  demons  mocked  them, 
irehed  in  sun  and  shade  ; 
Knowing  that  their  restless  legions 
In  a  wood  the  stones  had  laid. 

'  the  people  grieved,  and  wondered 

Why  withheld  was  their  desil 
their  hearts  were  set  on  raisil 

ilted  roof 
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And  the  workmen  grew  more  hopeless 
As  the  stones  were  stol'n  away, 

Till  at  length  they  paused  and  rested 
On  the  blessed  Sabbath  Day. 

In  the  pleasant  meadows  seated, 

Much  they  spoke  of  faith  and  prayer  ; 

When  lo  !  the  sound  of  church-bells  sweetly 
Floated  thro'  the  summer  air. 

What  is  this  ?  The  deep  foundations 
Of  their  work  unfinished  bide  ; 

Yet  the  silver  bells  ring  clearly 

O'er  the  country  far  and  wide. 

And  they  list  those  sounds  in  wonder, 
And  they  look  around  to  see 

Whence  that  invitation  springeth — 
What  new  marvel  this  may  be. 

Hastening  thro'  the  flowery  meadows, 
Onward,  onward,  still  they  go, 

Till  they  reach  a  wood's  deep  shelter, 

Whence  those  sounds  appear  to  flow. 

And  lo  !  amidst  its  arching  branches 
Stood  a  building  white  and  fair, 

With  the  stones  the  fiends  had  stolen 
Built  by  angel  hands  with  care. 

Then  the  people  marvelled  greatly, 

Murmuring  words  of  joy  and  praise, 

That  the  fiends  were  thus  defeated 
In  their  dark  and  evil  ways. 
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And  that  spire  so  calm  and  lonely, 

Still  doth  point  the  way  to  1 1  -  iven  ; 
Showing  how  in  blind  presumption 

tinst  the  truth  have  demons  striven. 

Teaching  hope,  and  faith,  anil  patience, 

'Midst  the  woods,  and  fields,  and  flow© 
Teaching  trust  to  thrive  by  trials, 

n  as  plants  are  fed  by  showers. 


ESPERANCE    EN    DIEU. 


£.(;jmuncc  nt  §mt. 

Linos  on  the  Death  of  Algernon  Percy,  Duke  of  Northumberland  ;  written  after 
reading  the  account  in  the  Times  of  February  2-ith,  1865. 


Axother  noble  spirit  passed  from  earth, 

With  all  the  glory  that  surrounds  the  good  ! 

Not  ancient  blood  alone,  but  highest  worth 

"Was  his  ;  and  calmly  entering  Death's  cold  flood, 

He  surely  saw  the  Golden  Gates  unclose, 

Whilst  hymns  of  angels  lulled  him  to  repose. 

"Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant !     Thou 
Hast  rendered  worthily  thy  earthly  trust. 

To  share  His  joys  thy  Master  calls  thee  now  ; 
Leave  thy  frail  body  to  its  kindred  dust, 

And  soar  to  Heaven,  O  soul  that  cannot  die  ! 

Come  !  Seraph  voices  welcome  thee  on  high  ! " 

Oh,  none  are  truly  great  but  those  who  prove 

Their  claim  to  the  proud  title — Good  and  True  ; 

Earning  men's  reverence  by  their  works  of  love  ; 
The  noble  motto — "  Esperance  en  Dieu," 

The  source  of  all  the  glorious  deeds  that  claim 

Affection,  honour,  and  the  highest  fame. 

Men  wept  for  him — shed  tears  of  sad  regret, 

Such  as  stern  conquerors  might  seek  in  vain. 

Can  those  who  felt  his  goodness  e'er  forget 
That  kindly  heart  and  ever-active  brain? 

Rich  in  kind  acts,  most  wisely  has  he  used 

Th'  entrusted  talents,  aw]  the  seed  diffused 
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Of  future  progress  to  his  fellow-men  ; — 

( V  id'    i  ommendation,  not  man's  praise,  his  aim. 
And  who  can  fill  his  vacant  place  I     <  »  when 

it  so  noble  fond  remembrance  claim? 
He  lives  in  spirit,  tho'  to  mortal  sight 
He  lieth  low,  wrapped  round  by  gloomy  night 

From  Alnwick's  feudal  towers,  amidst  the  sighs 

Of  sad  Northumbria,  moves  the  solemn  train  ; 

The  dark  procession  swells,  and  swift  arise 

New  tokens  of  respe<  t.     The  silent  main 

Bears  vessels  decked  with  signs  of  deepest  woe  ; 

The  Minster  bell  tolls  solemnly  and  slow. 

Thus,  followed  by  due  sorrow  and  regret, 

The  noble  Dead  is  borne  beneath  night's  gloom 

To  the  great  City,  and  the  house,  where  yet 
He  lie-:,  awaiting  entrance  to  the  tomb  ; 

In  a  dim  chamber  reverently  laid, 

Where  circling  tapers  scarce  can  pierce  the  shade. 

Weep  !  all  who  view  him  lying  breathless  there  ! 

A  good  man  has  been  taken  from  us.     None 
Who  feel  his  loss,  and  own  his  virtues  rare, 

Will  shrink  from  this  brief  prayer  :  "Thy  will  be  don 
Thou  art  gone  forth,  O  faithful  knight  anil  true, 
To  prove  thy  motto  :  "  Kspcrance  en  Dieu." 
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Suggested  i>y  the  account  in  the  Times  of  March  7th,  1865. 


Silent  and  sad  beneath  the  bright  blue  sky 

Droops  the  fair  city,  like  a  widowed  bride  ; 

The  sympathising  sea  all  soundlessly 

Kisses  her  garment's  hem  ;  which  once  with  pride 

She  wore  right  regally.     But  with  a  sigh 

Of  hopelessness,  she  now  has  cast  aside 

Her  bridal  bearing  ;  and  the  weeds  of  woe 

Dark  shadows  cast  within  the  fragrant  bower, 

Where  loveliest  plants  were  wont  to  bloom  and  glow  ; — 
The  rich  magnolia  with  its  stately  flower, 

And  many  a  waxen  petal,  twining  low 

Round  cool  verandahs,  till  the  fatal  hour 

When  Desolation  touched  with  ruthless  hand 

Those  lovely  flowers,  and  bade  them  shrink  and  fade. 

On  gleaming  houses  and  green  bowers,  the  brand 
Hath  fallen  sternly.     'Neath  the  breezy  shade 

Of  tall  palmettoes — by  the  golden  strand 
Of  ocean,  Ruin  hath  her  dwelling  made. 

There  waves  the  high,  rank  grass,  meet  pasturage 
For  wandering  cattle  ;  there  the  fennel  towers  ; 

Round  trembling  spires  the  night-winds  rave,  and  wage 
A  ceaseless  contest  with  deserted  bowers  ; 

There  hoots  the  owl  ;  there  broods  of  tender  age, 

meek  brown  partridge  nurses  'midst  the  flowers. 


I  II! 

Pierced  walls  and  shattered  roofs  of  warfare  tell — 

fratricidal  strife  ;  and  there  a  line — 
Broad,  rks  the  fearful  track,  where  well 

don  wrought  its  work.     ()  twine 
Wild  weds,  still  higher  !     Hide  the  ravage  fell  ! 

■si)  tints  with  those  of  drearier  hue  combine  ! 

all  the  scene  St.  Michael's  lofty  spire— 

I      idmark  sels  on  the  desert  main — 

Looks  calmly  down.     When  evening's  glowing  fire 

Lights  up  the  heavens,  one  sweet  toned  hell  doth  plain 
With  solemn  voice.      And  ere  the  sounds  expire, 

The  watchman's  sonorous  tongue  takes  up  the  strain. 

Far  over  wave,  am  and  city  borne. 

The  mingled  notes  in  cheering  a<  <  ents  swell — 
"All's  well!"-  rant  and  forlorn  \ 

(  Vex  ruined  homes,  and  town  streets  :   "All's 

;i  :"— 

At  eventide,  on  spirits  sad  and  worn, 

Fall  the  sweet  echoes  of  thai  :ig  bell. 

In  bygone  da]  Michael's  mellow  <  himes 

Floated  like  angel  songs  upon  the  wind  ; 
□  warlike  trophies,  borne  to  distant  (limes, 
\\Vre  thence  restored,  goodwill  and  peace  to  bind 
v  placed  in  safety  during  troublous  tim« 
Seven  bells  are  gone,  and  but  one  left  behind  ! 

That  solitary  bell,  surviving  all 

tuneful  helpmates  of  historic  fame  ! — 
;  doth  its  -reeling  musically  fall, 
Whilst  sinks  the  setting  sun  in  Hoods  of  flame. 
••  Peace  I     All  is  well  !  "      Men  list  the  hopeful  <  all 
With  beating  hearts,  tho1  but  an  empty  name. 
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Peace  !     Messenger  from  Heaven,  resume  thy  power 
Within  the  drooping  city  !     Cheer  each  heart  ; 

Breathe  brightness  o'er  the  scene  ;  deck  every  bower 
With  thine  own  loveliness  ;  bid  strife  depart ; 

Give  life  to  the  lone  streets  !     In  blissful  hour 
Disclose  thyself,  all  glorious  as  thou  art ! 


TAKING   THE    \  EIL.  '  ' 
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.  hopes  and  fei 
\\'\U\  tears  in  se<  ret  shed, 
The  hitter  tidiii  h  her  e. 

That  he  she  loved — is  dead  ! 

A  widowed  maiden  !     Oh,  how  drear 
The  prospect  !     All  is  o'er  : — 

He  sleeps,  but  she  from  year  to  year 
Must  weep  for  evermore. 

Adieu  to  hope  !     For  hope  has  fled 
To  brighter  realms  above. 

He  lies  amidst  the  silent  dead 
And  with  him  all  her  love. 

Yet  still  she  feels  she  cannot  die  ; — 
Life's  vigour  fills  her  veins  ; 

Youth's  bloom  is  on  her  cheek  ; — her  i 
Youth's  kindling  light  retains. 

To  Heaven  then  the  youthful  soul — 

The  widowed  heart  is  given  : 
\t  length  she  gains  the  self  control 

whi(  h  she  long  has  striven  ; 

And  to  the  Convent-chapel  steals, 
A  fair,  yet  downcast  bride  ; 

And  well  the  wild  regret  conceals — 
He  is  not  by  her  side  ! 
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She  stands  alone,  with  care  arrayed 
In  bridal  robe  and  crown  ; 

Soft  folds  of  lace  her  features  shade, 
And  o'er  bright  locks  float  down. 

She  stands  there,  pale  as  sculptured  form, 

A  living  sacrifice  ! 
And  she  so  lovely,  young,  and  warm, 

With  those  deep,  soul-lit  eyes  ! 

She,  framed  for  love  and  happiness  ; 

Yet  doomed  by  cruel  fate 
To  lead  a  living  death,  nor  bless 

The  happy  married  state, 

O  fatal,  fatal  destiny  ! 

Earth's  hopes  must  pass  away  ; 
And  gathered  round  to  see  her  die 

Stand  nuns  in  dim  array. 

The  death  of  hope  !     Yon  Convent-bell 
(While  clouds  of  incense  rise) 

Already  tolls  its  funeral  knell — 
Low  in  the  dust  it  lies. 

Where  she  must  also  lie  ;  for  lo  ! 

The  awful  words  are  said, 
Which  add  her  to  the  ghost-like  show 

Of  yonder  living  dead. 

She  emits  the  scene.     The  bridal  wreath 

Is  taken  from  her  brow  ; 
She  comes  again,— dark-robed, — beneath 

The  dread  decree  to  bow. 
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The  golden  locks  with  which  he  played 

rudely  shorn  away  ; 
No  tress  is  left,  no  silken  braid, 
O'er  polished  neck  to  stray. 

But  round  her  pallid  face  they  bind 
The  trappings  of  the  cell  ; 

O  may  she  there  such  solace  find, 
That  all  may  yet  be  well  ! 

Now  meekly  on  the  sacred  Moor 

She  lies,  and  from  the  sun 
They  veil  her  with  a  pall. — 'Tis  o'er  ! 

The  solemn  rite  is  done  ! 

And  oh  '   that  one  so  young  and  fair 
should  hide  (whate'er  befals) 

Her  beauty — doomed  to  dark  despair, — 
In  drear}  Convent  walls  ' 
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[Fbom  "Magdalen,"  Published  in  "A  Cocntby  Visit."] 


The  sober  bee  may  woo  the  rose, 

But  the  rose  cares  little  for  the  bee  ; 

She  loves  the  careless  wind  that  blows 
Around  her  petals,  wild  and  free. 

The  humble  willow  bends  its  crest 
To  kiss  the  river's  dimpled  face  ; 

But  the  river  seeks  the  ocean's  breast, 
Swift  gliding  on  with  tranquil  pace. 

The  joyous  lark  may  not  be  won 

In  groves  to  join  the  feathered  throng  ; 

She  proudly  soars  to  greet  the  sun, 

And  pours  from  thence  her  raptured  song. 

Yet  bird,  and  flower,  and  crystal  stream, 
Are  not  so  fair,  and  free,  and  wild, 

As  she  of  whom  vain  peasants  dream — 
The  mountain-dweller's  scornful  child. 

For  she  would  be  a  lady  fair, 

With  silken  robe  and  'broidered  glove  ; 
And  gold  and  jewels  in  her  hair  ; 

And  high-born  knights  to  seek  her  love. 
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And  she  would  slight  them  all  in  turn, 

Until  one  came  with  haughtier  Li 
To  teach  her  heart  with  love  to  burn, 

And  bid  hi  t"ul  spirit  b 

I  he  should  lead  her  to  his  halls, 
'Midst  groves  and  gardens  fair  and  wide  ; 
I  then,  within  those  stately  walls 

he'd  dwell  content— a  loving  bride  ! 
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[Peom  "Magdalen."] 


Hark  !  I  hear  the  curfew-bell ! — 
O'er  the  fields  of  ripening  corn, 
O'er  the  breezy  meadows  borne, 

Sweetly  sounds  its  solemn  knell. 

Day  is  o'er,  with  all  its  care  ; 

Now  the  weary  world  may  sleep  ; 

While  from  shadowy  dwellings  creep 
Fairy  forms,  as  light  as  air. 

In  this  calm,  mysterious  hour, 
Fairy  hands  have  laid  a  spell 
On  the  purple  heather- bell, 

On  each  blushing  bud  and  flower. 

Softer  is  the  evening  light, 
Fairer  is  the  silver  moon, 
Than  the  dazzling  glare  of  noon, 

Than  the  morning,  warm  and  bright. 

O'er  the  rippling,  star-lit  stream, 
Fairy  wings  like  music  pass  ; 
Fairy  footsteps  press  the  grass, 

Fairy  torches  round  us  gleam. 
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Forth  from  ever}-  hollow  tree, 

From  each  green  and  mossy  dell, 

From  the  lily's  honied  bell, 
Fairies  trip  with  lightsome  glee. 

On  the  deeping  rose-buds  lie 

Crystal  drops  of  dewy  balm  ; 

Thus  the  fairies  weave  their  charm, 
Unpcrceived  by  mortal  eye. 

Blossoms  gathered  ere  the  sun 

Has  stol'n  those  sparkling  drops  away, 
And  wreathed  round  maiden  brows  by  day, 

Many  a  lofty  heart  have  won. 

Vet  touch  them  not  ere  blushing  morn 

Arises,  robed  in  glowing  light  ! 

I   .iries  guard  them  thro'  the  night, 
Vanishing  at  peep  of  dawn. 

But  when  the  mountain-peaks  above 

Are  bright  with  tints  of  gold  and  rose, 
I'll  cull  each  fragrant  flower  that  bio 

And  frame  a  spell  to  gain  thy  love. 
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[Fbom  "Family  Tboitbles."] 


Between  the  ocean  and  the  land, 

Lay  a  broad  stretch  of  yellow  sand, 

And  where  the  waves  had  noiselessly 

Stol'n  back,  the  wanderer  might  espy 

Sea-treasures — tangled  mermaid's  hair, 

Stones,  in  the  sunlight  glittering  fair, 

And  wreathed  shells,  and  weeds  that  lay 

Like  a  soft  fringe  around  the  bay, 

Mingled  of  crimson,  purple,  green, 

And  crossed  with  threads  of  varying  sheen, 

As  tho'  some  spirit-hand,  self-taught    . 

In  ocean  caves,  the  work  had  wrought. 

Strange  fitful  lights  and  shadows  fell 

On  many  a  crystal,  rock-girt  well, 

AVhere  countless  living  creatures  slept, 

Or  forth  from  weedy  harbour  crept. 

There  streamed  long  sea-plants,  floating  wide, 

There,  left  by  the  receding  tide, 

Lay  rosy  star-fish  ;  and  a  bower 

Thick  blooming  with  that  living  flower — 

The  shining  sea-anemone — 

"Welcomed  the  waters  lovingly. 

Transparent  globes  were  scattered  round 

Like  fallen  stars,  upon  a  ground 

Of  sand  that  shone  like  silver  flame, 

Wet  with  the  waves'  cool  touch.     There  came 
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A  low,  soft  Bigh  of  e* 

A    tho'  some  spirit  floated  ni 

Borne  on  the  air,  from  where  the  blue 

And  silent  waters  backward  drew. 

!  I  >w  hushed — how  glorious  was  the  scene  ! 

Tide-rocks  o'ergrown  with  richestgreen, 

Smooth  sands,  clear  pools,  and  cliffe  that  rose 

To  meet  a  glowing  sky. — Repose 

!  beauty  blessed  both  sea  and  land, 
The  glittering  waves,  the  level  strand. 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  was  the  hour 
In  which,  enthralled  by  subtle  power 
Of  radiant  colours,  life,  and  light, 
Stole  over  me  a  deep  delight, 
Such  as  a  heavenly  dream,  which  fills 
The  soul  with  love  and  hope,  instils. 

Qe  1  seemed — yet  not  alone, 

c  suddenly  a  liquid  tone, 

'odious,  pure,  as  though  it  stole 
From  sighing  waves,  thrilled  thro'  my  soul. 
Whence  the  sweet  sounds  that  rose  and  fell 

rose  and  sank  the  noiseless  swell 
Of  ocean  1     Notes  of  harmony, 
That  float  in  air — now  rising  high, 
Now  slowly  dying — till  o'er  all 
The  scene  doth  witching  stillness  fall. 
Whence  those  enrapturing  strains  ?     I  sought 
Their  source,  ami  lo  !  a  figure  caught 
My  wandering  -lance — on  rocky  led 
Just  on  the  gleaming  water'! 
Reclining,-  Genius  in  In 
And  on  her  ! 
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Green  was  her  robe,  and  brown  her  hair, 
Her  face,  her  form,  divinely  fair, 
And  on  the  ocean's  heaving  breast 
I  fancied  she  might  lightly  rest  : — 
A  creature  born  of  sun  and  wave — 
A  Siren,  ris'n  from  secret  cave. 
My  heart  beat  wildly  ; — "  Were  I  free, 
Fair  temptress,  I  would  offer  thee 
My  love,  my  life.     But  know,  this  soul 
Owns  nobler,  holier  control. 
Whisper  her  name,  and  echoed  wide, 
The  winds  will  bear  it  o'er  the  tide. 
That  name  is — Beatrice  ! "     Up  rose 
The  stranger  maid  from  calm  repose — 
No  dweller  of  the  treacherous  wave — 
No  Siren,  sprung  from  secret  cave — 
But  in  the  form  my  fancy  drew, 
The  Beatrice  of  old  I  knew. 
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[Fbom  "Familt  Tboum 


I  dreamed, — and  in  my  dream  I  glided  down 

A  sluggish  stream,  that  deep  in  shadow  lay  ; — 

The  shadow  of  a  weird  and  silent  town, 

Where  mortal  foot  might  find  no  place  to  stray  : 

For  all  is  water.     Where  long  streets  should  lie, 

'Twixt  marble  buildings  flows  the  darkling  tide  ; 

Ami  ghostly  gondolas  alone  lloat  by 

The  dead  remains  of  Ocean's  haughty  bride. 

I  was  borne  onward  thro'  the  shades  of  night, 

t  lofty  palaces,  beneath  that  Arc 
Of  Sighs,  whence,  by  the  moon's  uncertain  light, 
Despairing  souls  were  led  to  caverns  dark  ; — 

The  moan  of  waters  the  sole  earthly  sound 

That  ever  reached  those  wretched  captive  ' 

In  t:  rk  dungeons  far  beneath  the  ground, 

Where  never  ray  of  light  or  hope  appears. 

"O  dismal  lot  !"   1  cried  ;  "O  cruel  fate  ! 

To  die  an  endless  death  !" — I  stayed  my  spea 
The  gondola  had  paused  before  a  yate 

Where  all  was  darkness,  tar  as  eye  could  re. 
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And  none  might  say  what  lay  beyond  those  walls  ; — 
That  dark,  drear  portal  with  its  arch  of  gloom  ; — 

Whether  it  led  to  bright,  luxurious  halls, 

Or  dungeons,  yawning  like  a  living  tomb. 

Green  sea-slime  overspread  the  mouldering  stones, 
Cold  waves  found  entrance  by  that  opening  wide. 

I  spoke  again.     In  low  and  hollow  tones, 

My  words  were  borne  adown  the  darksome  tide. 

"  Lone  is  my  life,  and  sad  ; — devoid  of  cheer. 

Why  should  I  wish  to  stay  my  fleeting  breath  ? 
Why,  coward-like,  still  pray  to  linger  here, 

E'en  tho'  yon  portal  prove  the  gate  of  Death  1 

"  The  Past — is  past,  beyond  my  weak  control  ; 

The  Present  is  replete  with  hopeless  woe  ; 
The  Future  ! — hath  it  terrors  for  a  soul 

O'er  which  regret  and  sorrow  ceaseless  flow  ? 

"Oh,  rest  is  sweet  ! — But  dare  I  hope  for  rest 
Within  the  shelter  of  these  solemn  walls  1 

Do  they  conduct  to  regions  of  the  blest, 

Or  scenes,  whose  name  the  shuddering  sense  appals  1 

"  The  barge  which  bore  me  down  the  sluggish  stream 
Is  stayed  beneath  the  shadow  of  Death's  Gate  ; 

And  some  resistless,  viewless  power  doth  seem 

To  urge  me  onwards. — I  must  dare  my  fate  ! " 

I  rose,  and  by  the  moonbeam's  wavering  light 

Stepped  forth  ; — the  oozy  waters  kissed  my  feet 

Above  the  slippery  stair,  and  brooding  night 

With  its  dread  stillness  gave  me  welcome  meet ; 
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Unbroken,  save  by  a  low,  shuddering  sigh, 

That  echoed  back  the  sighing  of  the  wave, 

ath  the  dim  vaulted  roof  which  hid  the  sky— 

Mysterious,  cold,  and  gloomy  as  the  grave. 

I  paused  in  awe  ;  for  mortal  being  ne'er 

I     ii  overcome  that  shrinking  from  the  tomb  ; 

When,  "Onward  :"  cried  the  secret  influence  :  "  There 
behold  thy  destined  bourne  !"— In  total  gloom 

I  trode  those  marble  steps,  ascending  slow 

'Midst  chilly  airs  ;  and  vaguely  wandering  on, 
cheered  at  length  by  such  a  fitful  glow 

from  some  distant  taper  might  have  shone. 

(  toward  !    Still  onwan  the  stony  floor, 

I     1  by  th.  ray,  until  I  came 

To  a  dim-lighted,  echoing  corridor, 

Where  streamed  on  high  a  lamp's  uncertain  flame. 

(  toward  !     Still  onward,  till  there  came  a  breath— 
Not  of  the  chamel — but  of  breezy  woods, 

And  sweet  green  meadows.     Then  I  thought  :  "Cm  Death 
Steal  o'er  our  senses  in  such  balmy  floods  ? 

So  softly— tender!  I  dreamed  of  home, 

And  all  its  rural  pleasures,  as  I  stood 
Entranced  beneath  that  dim  and  shadowy  dom 

in  a  strange,  dreamy.  \vt  more  hopeful  mood. 

And  as  1  lingered,  brighter  grew  the  light, 

Until  at  length  the  steady,  silvery  ray 
Dispelled  the  horrors  of  thai  two  fold  n 

\nd  arch  and  corridor  shone  <  l( 
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While  far  beyond  seemed  rosy-tinted  halls, 

Where  moved  gay  figures  ;  and  the  ringing  sound 

Of  joyous  voices  echoed  from  those  walls 

Where  nought,  I  deemed,  but  sorrow  might  be  found. 

"  Strange  !  Wonderful ! "  I  cried.     And  as  I  spoke, 
My  arm  was  pressed. — I  started. — At  my  side 

I  saw  a  form  which  heightening  wonder  woke — 
A  female  in  the  habit  of  a  bride  ; 

Completely  veiled, — and  in  her  hand  a  cup 

Of  cunning  workmanship,  where  tempting  wine — 

Cool,  clear — 'midst  gold  and  jewels  sparkled  up, 
The  product  of  some  more  than  earthly  vine. 

"  Drink  ! "  cried  the  stranger  ;  and  her  accents  thrilled 
Thro'  heart  and  soul,  for  well  I  seemed  to  know 

That  voice,  whose  liquid  sounds  with  rapture  filled 
My  being.     And  I  answered,  "  Be  it  so  !  " 

Stretching  my  hand  to  take  the  proffered  gift 

From  one  that  seemed  familiar.     The  soft  touch 

Of  those  fair  fingers,  half-advanced  to  lift 

That  goblet  to  my  lips,  proclaimed  it  such. 

"Oh,  stay!     One  moment  stay  !     The  day  is  past, 
And  it  hath  been  a  sad  one.     Night  is  come  : 

Yet  drink — drink  to  a  happier  meeting,  when  at  last 
We  meet  again  beyond  the  envious  tomb  ! 

"  Life  hath  been  dreary,  for  our  love  was  crossed 

By  strange  mischance — and  what  is  life  without  1 

Let  this  one  hour  redeem  the  thousands  lost, 
By  its  pure  ecstasy,  untouched  by  doubt  ! 
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"  I  love  thee  !      I  have  ever  loved  !  rrue 

Aa  heaven  is  above  US,  and  the  grave 

Before  !"     Those  whispered  accents  flew 

Thro'  every  vein.      I  drained  the  cup  she  gave 

And  lighter  grew  my  heart.      J  knew — I  felt 

1 1,  i  words  were  truth — that  she  had  ever  loved 

With  fervour  like  mine  own.     I  humbly  knelt 
Before  her,  and  essayed  my  faith  to  prove. 

She  bent  and  kissed  me  j — kissed  my  throbbing  brow, 
And  it  grew  calmer.     "Ah,  it  doth  not  need 

Ardent  professions  to  assure  me  noi. 

She  murmured,  "  for  I  feel  thou'rt  mine  indeed  1" 

"  Yes,  thine  for  ever  !     And  now  let  me  die 

Ere  the  sweet  spell  which  holds  my  soul  is  broke. 

For  those  who  taste — e'en  once — such  ecstasy, 

No  more  remains  !" — And  with  these  words  I  wol 
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Play  not  now  that  mournful  strain, 

Nor  sing  those  melancholy  words  ; 

Lut  tune  thy  harp  to  joy  again, 

And  wake  its  lightest,  liveliest  chords. 

My  heart  is  all  too  wild  and  gay 

For  tones  like  those  to  charm  it  now  ; 

No  more  their  influence  I  obey, 

With  saddened  heart  and  pensive  brow. 

Far  hence  the  feelings  of  that  hour, 

When  o'er  my  soul  those  sad  notes  crept, 

And  yielding  to  their  thrilling  power, 

The  warm  tears  gathered,  and  I  wept. 

Now  hope  and  pleasure  bloom  around, 

Like  radiant  blossoms,  sweet  and  fair  ; 

Then  cease  that  melancholy  sound  ! 
And  perish  every  thought  of  care  ! 

O  wake  thy  harp  to  notes  of  love  ! 

To-morrow's  sun  will  brightly  dawn 
In  yonder  golden  skies  above, 

To  bless  our  happy  marriage  mom. 
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CHIDE  me  not  if  sadness  lingers 
When  my  spirit  should  rejoice  : 

I  swept  my  harp  with  trembling  fingers, 
And  found  an  echo  in  my  voice. 

Still  pensive  thoughts  their  shadows  cast, 
And  mournful  memories  o'er  me  steal  ; 

But  there  is  sweetness  in  the  past, 
And  pleasure  in  the  pain  I  feel. 

I  dare  not  look  upon  the  light 

That  streams  from  yonder  radiant  skies  ; 
The  future  seems  too  fair  and  bright 

For  these  poor  weak  and  dazzled  eyes. 

To  break  the  blissful  dream  I  fear, 

And  ding  more  closely  to  thy  side  ; 

Thine,  who  in  joy  and  grief  art  near. 

To  soothe  thy  timid,  trembling  bride. 

But  oh  I  blame  not  my  plaintive  measure, 
Nor  chide  my  mournful  song  again  ; 

These  notes  of  minded  pain  and  pleasure 
Are  sweeter  than  a  livelier  strain. 


94  GERALDINE   AND    ISABEL. 


6na(Mrtc  mh  Jfsatal. 


They  were  two  sisters,  passing  fair  : 
But  she  who  wore  the  loftier  mien, 

With  calm  pale  face,  and  raven  hair, 
And  star-like  eyes,  was  Geraldine  ; 

While  tongue  and  pen  may  scarcely  tell 

The  sunny  grace  of  Isabel  : — 

Her  voice  of  thrilling  melody, 

Her  spirit  free  from  shade  or  stain, 

Her  fairy  form,  and  azure  eye 

Whence  tears  oft  flowed  like  summer  rain 

But  when  those  tears  had  passed  away, 

Her  step  was  light,  her  smile  was  gay. 

Her  heart  was  warm,  impulsive,  kind  ; — 

As  ivy  clasps  around  a  tree, 
So  were  her  fond  affections  twined 

Round  some  loved  object  ceaselessly  ; 
Nor  cold  distrust,  nor  fear  she  knew, 
For  she  was  guileless,  tender,  true. 
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Hut  Geraldine  was  proud  and  calm  ; 

So  calm,  it  seemed  no  grief  might  move 
That  haughty  soul — no  jo;.  it  charm — 

power  might  teach  that  heart  to  lo\ 
And  yet  those  dark  eyes  caught  their  gli 
in  'prisoned  fires  that  burned  below. 

A  hundred  years  the  snow  may  sleep 
Upon  the  dread  volcano's  side  ; 

Unconscious  of  the  flames  that  leap 
And  strive  beneath  in  fiery  tide  ; 

But  when  those  flames  once  burst  their  bound. 

They  scatter  desolation  round. 

Such  were  the  Barnes  that  burned  within 

The  breast  of  loftj  Geraldine. 
Where  Isabel  might  seek  to  win, 

be  stood  aloof,  a  stately  queen  ; 
While  knights  and  nobles  strove  in  vain 
One  gentle  word  or  look  to  gain. 

They  deemed  her  heartless,  cold,  and  stern  ; 

She  thought  so  also  ;  for  the  day — 
The  wondrous  day  when  pride  must  learn 

Love's  mystic  summons  to  obey — 

i  I  id  no!  u  t  dawned,  and  till  that  hour 

She  scorned  and  mocked  the  tyrant's  power. 

It  came,  as  o'er  the  silent  deep 

The  mighty  tempest  sweeps  along  ; 
Love  taught  those  radiant  eyes  t<>  weep  : — 

To  Isabel  lie  <  .line  in  song  ; 
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And  all-alluring  did  he  seem, 

Like  some  bright  image  in  a  dream. 

But  Geraldine  still  proudly  strove 

To  rend  those  subtle  bonds  in  twain, 

Till  vanquished — overpowered  by  Love, 
She  owned  her  efforts  weak  and  vain  : 

The  flames  burst  forth — her  pride  was  o'er, 

And  she  must  love  for  evermore. 


■      I      ,     LA    V1K, 
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\  jhip  upon  :i  heavin  u, 

Tossing  with  ui 

When  the  winds  arc  blowing  fra 

Across  the  dark  and  stormy  tide, 
( )n.  to  the  port  she  seeks  to  glide. 
le  est  I 

A  tree  within  .  wide, 

\\  here  branches  spread  on  «.  le, 

r  as  the  straining  eye  can  se( 
inn  nor  time  i  an  shake  that  oak, 

Till  falls  the  lightning's  blighting  stroke, 
i  Vie  ! 

liflf  aspiring  to  the  ski 

not  tho'  wild  tempests  ri 
And  rain  heals  o'er  it  ceaselessly  ; 
.till  that  firm  and  stubborn  rock 
Must  yield  before  the  earthquake's  shock. 
le  est  1 1  Vie  ' 

\  pool  amidst  a  barren  heath, 
Still  and  dark  beneath  ; — 

A  hushed  and  solemn  myster)   . 
I  while  it  mirror's  Nature's  fa 

In  vain  its  depths 
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A  flower  within  a  garden  fair, 
Unfolding  to  the  summer  air, 

While  round  it  hums  the  vagrant  bee  ; 
But  frosts  creep  on,  and  storms  arise, 
The  fragile  floweret  droops  and  dies. 

Telle  est  la  Vie  ! 

A  bird  that  hovers  on  the  wing, 
Hailing  the  glad  approach  of  Spring, 

With  shining  plumes  and  notes  of  glee  ; 
Yet  hath  not  wisdom  to  beware 
The  fatal  dart,  the  fowler's  snare. 

Telle  est  la  Vie  ! 

A  rustling  leaf — a  blade  of  grass, 
O'er  which  the  chilling  breezes  pass, — 

A  gleam  of  sunshine  on  the  sea — 
A  stream  that  seeks  the  mountain's  breast — 
A  breath  of  wind  that  cannot  rest  : — 

Telle  est  la  Vie  ! 

Such  is  this  changeful  mortal  life  ! — 
A  scene  of  trial,  doubt,  and  strife — 

Of  heedlessness  and  vanity  ; 
Yet  some  their  destined  haven  gain, 
Whilst  others  seek  repose  in  vain. 

Telle  est  la  Vie  ! 
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■\\  a  dreary  world  of  grief  and  pain 
Thy  form  hath  passed  away  ; 
Thy  soul  hath  broken  its  mortal  chain, 
And  ne'er  on  earth  shall  we  meet  again, 
\  i  i  thy  memory  cannot  decay. 

I      <u  art  gone  like  a  vision  of  youth  and  li. 

To  a  fairer  and  happier  land  ; 
The  glorious  beauty  that  gladdened  my  sight 
Hath  vanished  from  earth,  to  appear  more  bright 

In  the  midst  of  an  angel  band. 

Thy  pla<  e  is  vacant— my  heart  is  lone. 

And  they  seek  to  soothe  me  in  vain  : 
For  still  I  long  for  thy  cherished  tOl 
And  weep  round  the  spot  whence  love  hath  flown, 

With  bewildered  and  throbbing  brain. 

Tho1  the  world  is  radiant  with  joy  and  light, 

It  all  seems  dark  and  drear  ; 
The  sunshine  and  flowers  are  no  longer  bright, 
but  veiled  'neath  the  shadow  and  silence  of  night. 
I  thou  art  no  longer  here. 
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And  the  songs  that  float  on  the  evening  air 

Are  not  so  sweet  as  thine  ; 
They  have  not  the  power  to  soothe  my  care, 
For*  my  spirit  is  bowed  by  deep  despair, 

And  anguish  and  grief  are  mine. 

Vet  I  would  not  recall  thee- — tho'  faint  and  worn 

I  sigh  for  thy  love  once  more  ; 
For  e'en  whilst  I  wander  sad  and  forlorn, 
Thine  eyes  have  ope'd  to  a  brighter  morn; 
And  thy  sorrow  and  pain  are  o'er, 


nil     ll  Itll 
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Light,  beauty,  music,  and  the-  witching  hour 
When  wit  ,-ty  more  cu 

The  rich,  full  scent  of  many  a  foreign  flow< 

Decking  the  festal  halls  where  mirth  holds  sw 

And  yet  from  all  I  sadly  turn  aw 

I     dream  by  moonlight  of  lost  Mabel's  bov 

Ah,  it  is  fresher  here  !— The  outer  air 

i    Us  cooler  on  my  brow.     The  empty  sound 
i  m  merrimenl  grows  fainter,  and  the  glare 

( )f  countless  lamps  is  changed  I  »und 

Of  chastened  light  thai  shim  errief  and  care 

ftly — kindly. — J  fere  n  be  found. 

Why  did  I  venture  thi  Why  join  the  thrui 

Of  thoughtless  revellers  on  such  a  night  ( 

In  seeming  gaiety  to  Moat  alone 

Midst  the  most  fancy-free,  with  footsteps  lighl 

Laughing  with  idlers,  joining  jest  and  son-. 

\nd  interchanging  smiles  with  ladies  bright  I 

And  all  the  time  my  h 

I  such  hollowness  find  pain  I 

i  in  ever  makes  its  mo 
\       ■•     would  hush  us  plaining  wa\ 
my  heart  <  ould  harden  into 
must  bl 
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And  gaiety  unbinds  with  mocking  hand 

The  hidden  fount  of  sorrow  ;  and  a  tide 

Of  agonising  memories,  floods  the  strand, 

Till  where  hope  dwelt  awept  rushing  waters  wide. 

Ah  !  who  can  check  their  force,  or  patient  bide 

Till  ebbing,  they  once  more  disclose  firm  land  1 

The  quiet  stars  we  used  to  watch  together 

Remind  me  of  her  now  ; — the  sighing  wind 

That  once  so  freshly  swept  the  purple  heather, 

Brings  back  her  lightsome  form,  and  gentle  mind  ; 

And  those  past  days  of  joyous  summer  weather, 
When  we  were  happy. — Yes,  false  joys  unbind 

The  wounds  that  drain  our  feverish  life  away  ; 

And  thus  to-night  she  whom  I  once  deemed  mine 
Seems  doubly  lost  ;  and  I  whom  all  thought  gay 

In  yonder  lighted  halls,  must  ever  pine 
For  one  more  soothing  glance,  one  smile  divine, 

To  guide  my  heart  to  realms  of  endless  day. 

Lost !     What  a  bitter  word  !     To  meet  no  more 
Till  Death  shall  join  us,  as  he  did  divide  ; 

Oh,  fettered  soul  that  strives  in  vain  to  soar  ! 

Oh,  dreary  world  !     Oh,  ocean  wild  and  wide  ! 

No  longer  will  I  vainly  seek  to  hide 

My  grief  in  crowds.     For  me  all  joy  is  o'er. 


$08fl. 


<  )i  r  spirits  arc  passing  awaj 

Stealing  onward  with  soft  gliding  motio 
Fleeting  from  day  unto  day, 

Onward  toward  1  death's  silent  ocean. 

Fortune  hath  proved  but  unkind, 

Life  leaves  us  nought  to  regret   ; 
nds  to  our  sorrow  are  Mind, 

1  they  who  on<  I  US,  fol 

\\\  rom  a  river  of  t 

To  the  calm  of  a  mightier  Deep. 
Rest  !      O  how  sweet  it  a; 

\  ■■  eyes  that  are  aching  for  sleep  ! 

Thus,  onward  we  solemnly  glide, 

With  a  noiseless  and  spirit  like  motio 
Like  a  vessel  that  seeketh  the  tide, 

Till  we  rest  in  Death's  fathomless  ocean. 


1 1  >  1  THE   NUN. 


%ht  Winn. 

• — * 
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I  see  the  dark  and  angry  waves 
Break  wildly  on  the  shore  ; 

The  rocks  are  hidden  by  the  spray, 
And  echo  to  their  roar. 

There  is  a  rock  before  my  sight, 

A  solitary  one  ; 
Which  to  the  eye  of  fancy  bears 

The  semblance  of  a  Nun. 

A  lonely  rock  amidst  the  waves — 
A  veiled  and  kneeling  form  ; 

Bending  in  deep  and  earnest  prayer, 
She  heedeth  not  the  storm. 

Her  hands  are  clasped  upon  her  breast  ; 

Her  meek  and  downcast  look, 
Is  ever  fixed  with  solemn  gaze 

Upon  a  holy  book. 

Around,  the  waters  rage  and  swell — 
An  emblem  of  the  world  ; 

The  restless  breakers  chafe  and  roar, 
Their  foam  is  o'er  her  hurled. 
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Yet  calm  ami  motionless  she  km 
i    isheltered  and  alone  ; — 
firm,  how  strong  that  faith  appe 
Which  i  annot  be  o'erthrown. 

The  wild  waves  beat  upon  her  br 

:  still  she  standeth  fast  ; 
She  yieldeth  not  before  their  strength, 
Nor  boweth  to  the  blast. 

In  vain  the  floods  lift  up  their  voice, 

And  tempests  gather  round  ; 
\  midst  the  strife  of  elemen; 

She  hath  a  refuge  found. 

i  they  wl  are  fixed  abovi 

Remain  serene  and  still  ; 
N  i  earthly  can  shake  their  faith, 

(  >r  bend  their  steadfast  will. 

Immoveable  and  calm  they  stand, 

Amidst  the  tern; 
For  who  can  overthrow  their  tru 

"l'is  founded  on  a  ro 

Even  from  Nature's  lowliest  works 

A  moral  may  be  shown  : 
Then  let  u 
\ 
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[Pbom  "Magdalen."] 


When  will  my  longing  soul  be  free  ? 
Rock  me  to  rest,  O  mighty  sea  ! 
Cradled  upon  thy  heaving  breast, 
There  let  me  gently,  gently  rest  ! 

Weary  I  am,  and  sad  of  cheer, 
And  dark  the  hours  while  I  linger  here  ; 
Life  is  cruel,  my  hopes  are  cold — 
E'en  cold  as  the  friends  I  loved  of  old. 

I  only  long  for  repose  and  peace  ; 

I  sigh  for  the  hour  when  my  griefs  shall  cease  ; 

When  care  shall  yield  to  forgetfulness, 

And  a  dreamless  sleep  mine  eyelids  bless. 

Oh,  life  is  cruel,  but  thou  art  kind  ! 

I  love  the  breath  of  thy  whispering  wind  ; 

I  love  thy  waters  so  wild  and  free, 

I  love  thy  caverned  depths,  O  sea  ! 

Thy  rippling  waves  have  a  lulling  sound  ; 
Thy  vast  horizon  knows  no  bound  ; 
But  over-arched  by  the  cloudless  sky, 
Seems  an  emblem  meet  of  Eternity. 

Then,  hushed  by  thy  waters  bright  and  free, 
Rock  me  to  rest,  O  mighty  sea  ! 
Cradled  upon  thy  heaving  breast, 
There  let  me  gently,  gently  rest ! 


\    I  0MPAR1 


%    (romp;tri.'i0n. 


pent  !  who  chainest  in  thy  venomed  folds 
The  souls  of  those  who  would  to  Heaven  aspire  ! 
Vile  tempter  Sin,  whose  traitorou  still  holds 

The  key  to  every  base  and  low  desii 
I  spurn  thee  from  my  sight,  and  raise  mine  eyes 
With  trembling  hope  to  yonder  peaceful  skies  ! 

Thou  temptest  men  with  dreams  of  empty  Fame, 
Above  the  senseless  multitude  to  tower  ; 

And  win  their  crimson  way  by  sword  and  flame 
To  the  high  pinna*  les  of  earthly  power. 

Fools  to  obey  thee  !      Mortal  glories  fade  ! 
The  laurel  withers  in  Sin's  gloomy  shade  ! 

Thou  dost  tile  treasures  of  the  deep  reveal, 

\  i  1  bid'st  pale  Avarice  sell  his  soul  for  gold  : — 
:e  are  the  poisoned  cup,  th'  assassin's  steel. 
And  direful  ik-L\U  which  darkness  doth  un! 

>u  !  who  lost  Eden  thro'  thy  deeds  of  wron 

Midst  thorns  and  briers  to  drag  thy  length  aloi 
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Then  dost  thou  offer  to  men's  dazzled  eyes 

Intoxicating  draughts  that  seem  divine  ; — 

How  eagerly  they  clutch  the  tempting  prize, 

And  drain  the  bowl  where  sensual  pleasures  shine  ! 

Far  from  the  Love  that  burns  with  holy  flame, 

Thy  vile  delusions  end  in  quenchless  shame  ! 

But  thou,  O  Genius  !  with  thy  form  of  light  ! 

Etherial,  pure  from  earthly  spot  or  stain, 
From  Heaven  descending  like  an  angel  bright, 

To  aid  weak  men  those  blissful  realms  to  gain  ; — 
Be  thou  our  guide  !     Thy  secret  joys  reveal, 
Till  Heaven-born  raptures  o'er  our  spirits  steal ! 

Thy  gifts  are  sacred.     Thou  can'st  lead  the  soul 

To  worlds  whose  glories  charm  the  dazzled  eye  ; 

Beneath  the  storms  of  sin  and  passion  roll, 

Around  us  float  strange  sounds  of  ecstasy  ; — 

Songs  that  the  base  and  sensual  cannot  hear, 

In  sweet  harmonious  numbers  meet  our  ear. 

Clear  founts  of  inspiration  ceaseless  spring 

Amidst  the  radiant  flowers  that  bloom  around  ; 

Imagination  flits  on  airy  wing, 

And  happy  Fancies  hover  o'er  the  ground  ; 

And  Love  is  there  with  glorious  star-like  eyes, 

Shedding  new  light  from  rainbow-tinted  skies. 

Such  is  thy  empire,  Genius  !     Such  the  throng 
Of  blissful  habitants  who  wait  us  there. 

From  golden  harps  they  raise  th'  entrancing  song 
That  lures  us  from  this  world  of  grief  and  care. 
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Teach  us  above  this  fallen  earth  to  soar, 

Till  Sin's  low  pleasures  shall  ensnare  no  more. 

Give  glowing  words  to  celebrate  His  name. 

Who  from  our  lips  doth  merit  highest  praise  : 
I        ire  our  hearts  with  ;i  celestial  tlame 

( )f  love  and  gratitude,  whene'er  we  raise 
( )ur  glance  to  Heaven,  and  humbly  strive  to  learn 
The  countless  wonders  our  weak  eyes  discern. 

( >  heaven  born  Genius  ! — Friend  of  all  who  seek 
Thy  high  companionship  ! — The  gates  unclose 

Of  thy  vast  duelling  ;  where,  while  thou  dost  speak 
Impassioned  words,  our  minds  may  find  repose  ; 

Roused  and  refined  from  every  1  ire, 

Till  noblest  aims  alone  our  souls  inspire  ! 


11,1  THE    UNKNOWN    KNIGHT. 


$ju  ftuJunato*  %nty\i. 


In  the  City's  crowded  streets  was  seen 
An  unknown  Knight  of  noble  mien  ; 
With  sable  steed,  and  armour  bright  ;— 
In  truth  he  was  a  stately  knight. 

The  blood-red  flag  before  him  borne, 
In  battle-fields  was  soiled  and  torn  ; 
A  herald's  voice  proclaimed  aloud 
His  martial  deeds  to  the  list'ning  crowd. 

He  came  breathless  and  hot  from  the  battle-plain, 
To  boast  of  his  tens  of  thousands  slain  ; 
And  the  ponderous  sword  by  the  warrior's  side 
In  the  blood  of  the  foe  was  deeply  dyed. 

Proudly  his  war-horse  paced  along, 
Thro'  the  midst  of  the  gazing,  shouting  throng  ; 
The  vizor  was  closed  o'er  the  warrior's  face, 
But  he  rode  thro'  the  streets  with  martial  grace. 

He  rode  on  by  castle,  and  turret,  and  tower, 
By  lowly  cottage,  and  lady's  bower  ; 
And  bright  eyes  looked  out  on  that  warrior  tall, 
Who  was  welcomed  alike  by  great  and  small. 

And  wreathing  laurels  by  fair  hands  twined, 
The  conqueror's  glistening  helmet  bind  ; 
He  rideth  with  proud  and  martial  grace  : 
Then  why  doth  the  warrior  hide  his  face  ? 
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Shall  the  Knight  who  such  valiant  deeds  hath  done, 
Who  >ng  ri^ht  hand  hath  the  victory  won, 

Who  stood  on  the  bloody  field  alone, 

Ride  past  in  stern  silence,  and  unknown? 

uO  warrior,  let  the  expectant  crowd 
Look  on  those  features  calm  and  proud  ; 

eal  thy  brow  of  maj< 
And  awe  them  with  thy  Sashing  eye." 

The  stately  warrior  bowed  his  head, 
I  ho'  not  a  word  he  spoke,  'tis  said  ; 
And  straight  a  maiden's  gentle  grasp 
Strove  the  plumed  helmet  to  unclasp. 

And  ( losely  the  crowd  pressed  round  to  see 
The  hero  they  welcomed  with  shouts  of  gle 
And  eagerly  thronged  thro'  the  open  space, 
To  ga/.e  on  the  warrior's  glorious  face. 

0  why  do  they  start  in  wild  affright, 

And  turn  away  from  the  conquering  Knight? 

Whence  those  pale  looks  of  strange  alarm 

As  they  ga/.e  on  that  visage  mysterious  and  calm  I 

No  flashing  eyes  or  brow  of  light, 

But  a  ghastly  spectre  met  their  sight  ; 

And  the  crowd  shrank  back,  the  legend  saith, 

1  i. >in  the  King  "I"  Terrors,  t  nt  Death  ! 

i  !  this  is  the  warrior  ye  longed  to  see  ! 
That  ye  wel<  omed  with  shouts  and  revelry  ! 
1  am  a  hero  of  mighty  fame, 
And  heralds  my  glorious  deeds  pro.  laim. 
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"  Ye  shrank  not  from  deeds  of  carnage  done  ; — 
My  red  right  hand  hath  the  victory  won  ; 
Then  why  doth  horror  suspend  your  breath  1 
Brave  people  !  ye  fear  not  to  gaze  on  Death  1 

"  Ye  send  forth  your  warriors  with  fire  and  sword, 
And  they  fall  like  leaves  when  I  give  the  word  ; 
I  reap  my  harvest  as  men  reap  grain, 
And  their  bones  are  strewn  o'er  the  battle-plain. 

"  They  go  forth  and  die,  to  exalt  your  name  ; 
With  blood  they  purchase  their  country's  fame  ; 
This  ye  call  glory  !     Ye  seek  renown, 
And  deck  my  brows  with  a  laurel  crown. 

"  My  throne  is  raised  on  the  battle-field  ; 
'Midst  the  groans  of  the  dying  my  sceptre  I  wield  : 
O  fools,  how  blindly  ye  worship  Death  ! 
Ye  dread  him,  yet  recklessly  yield  him  your  breath  ! 

"  The  widows'  and  orphans'  tears  are  sweet, 
And  the  haughty  are  humbled  beneath  my  feet ; 
And  the  vulture  that  flaps  o'er  the  dead  his  wing, 
Of  horror  and  war  doth  acknowledge  me  King  !  " — 

Thus  spake  the  spectre  grim  and  pale, 

And  his  voice  had  a  hissing  sound  like  hail  : 

Then  suddenly  vanished  in  lurid  flame, 

Whilst  the  people  trembled  'twixt  terror  and  shame. 
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The  rich  man  in  his  stately  palace  dwelt, 

Where  slaves  and  mute  attendants  round  him  knelt  ; 

And  poured  the  sparkling  wine,  and  heaped  the  board 

With  all  that  wealth  and  luxury  could  afford. 

In  gorgeous  robes,  upon  his  couch  reclined, 

lie  sought  not  pli  purer  or  refined, 

But  happy  in  the  sensual  life  lie 

For  -ting  left  his  silken  bed  ; 

While  Lazarus  lav  i  -1  at  the  door, 

ith  hunger,  hou  .   ind  poor  ; 

And  with  expiring  accent-,  sad  to  tell, 
Prayed  for  the  crumbs  that  from  his  table  fell. 
Even  th(  took  pity  on  hi 

And  licked  his  wounds  as  he  lay  desolate. 
Friendless,  and  dying,  at  the  rich  man's  gate. 
But  cruel  Dives  heeded  nut  his  i 
Nor  viewed  his  sufferings  with  a  pitying  eye. 
The  smallest  pittance  that  his  hand  could  g' 

■  live  ; 
Yet  car. 
Selfish  and  indolent,  i 

.ins,  beneat  ion's  h 

:  confidenc 
length,  by  death  released,  he  sank  I 
And  an  fried  rum  to  Abraham  -t. 
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The  rich  man  died,  and  in  the  flames  of  hell 

Awoke,  in  pains  unspeakable  to  dwell  ; 

■Weary  and  tortured,  he  lift  up  his  eyes, 

And  Abraham  saw  in  blissful  Paradise, 

With  humble  Lazarus  in  his  bosom  laid  ; 

And  all  too  late,  he  called  on  them  for  aid. 

This  was  his  answer  : — "  Thou  hast  had  thy  part  ; 

Laz'rus  is  happy  ;  thou  tormented  art ; 

Thy  vain  delights,  his  wretchedness,  are  o'er  ; 

A  yawning  gulf  divides  us  evermore." — 

Which  of  the  twain,  O  reader,  would' st  thou  be  ? 

Dives  enthroned  in  pomp  and  luxury  ? 

Or  Lazarus  perishing  in  misery  1 

Better  on  earth  to  suffer  grief  and  wrong, 

With  a  firm  spirit,  patient,  steadfast,  strong, 

Than  live  like  Dives,  destitute  of  grace, 

And  wake  hereafter  in  that  dreadful  place 

Of  endless  torment,  penance,  and  disgrace. 
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I  saw  before  the  Throne  of  God, 

A  countless  throng  of  people  stand  ; 

Before  the  Lamb,  in  robes  of  white, 

From  every  nation,  tongue,  and  land. 

And  palms  they  carried  in  their  haii 

And  loud  they  cried  with  joyful  tone, 
"Salvation  to  the  Lamb  of  God, 

And  I  Jim  that  sitteth  on  the  Throne  !" — 

Then  all  the  angel  hosts  around, 
Upon  their  faces  prostrate  fell 

Before  the  Throne,  and  worshipped  God, 
His  glory  with  glad  voice  to  tell. 

'•  blessing,  and  glory,  wisdom,  power, 

1  honour,  to  our  God  be  gives  ! 
M  I  thanksgiving  evermore, 

l"  Mi  upon  the  Throne  of  Heaven  !" 

•  Who  are  these  robed  in  spotless  white  ? 

I  pray  thee,  tell  me  whence  they  come  ]"- 
Thus  spake  an  elder,  and  J  said, 

•'  Thou  knowest,  Sir,  their  land  and  home." 
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Then  made  he  answer,  "  These  are  they 
Who  through  great  tribulation  came  ; 

Whose  robes  the  Lamb's  pure  blood  hath  cleansed, 
And  washed  them  white  from  sin  and  shame. 

"  Therefore  they  stand  before  God's  Throne, 
And  in  His  temple  day  and  night 
They  do  Him  service,  and  He  dwells 
'Midst  endless  glory  in  their  sight. 

"  They  shall  not  thirst  nor  hunger  more, 

Nor  dread  the  burning  sun's  fierce  heat  ; 
But  in  the  presence  of  the  Lamb 

Shall  find  a  refuge,  calm  and  sweet. 

"  For  as  a  shepherd  feeds  his  flock, 

And  gently  claims  them  as  his  own, 
So  shall  He  feed  and  give  them  rest 

Before  His  Father's  glorious  Throne. 

"  And  He  shall  lead  their  weary  feet 

Where  living  waters  ceaseless  flow  ; 
And  God  shall  wipe  all  tears  away, 
And  every  bitter  trace  of  woe." 
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Labourer  in  thy  Father's  vineyard, 

Thou  hast  borne  the  day's  fierce  heat, 
Earning  recompense  most  sweet — 

Think  not  then  thy  lot  is  hard. 

Thou  didst  choose  the  better  part, 
Labouring  not  for  earthly  hire  ; 
When  thy  fainting  soul  would  tire, 

Let  this  truth  sustain  thy  heart. 

Tho'  friends  forsake  and  foemen  frown, 
Journeying  thro'  a  world  of  sin, 
Bear  thy  Cross,  and  thou  shalt  win 

An  immortal,  glorious  Crown. 

rim  thro'  a  dreary  desert. 
Bear  the  burden  Christ  hath  borne  ; 
Wear  the  Crown  thy  LORD  hath  worn, 
Without  dread  of  pain  or  hurt. 

Shrink  not  tho'  the  thorns  should  pierce  thee, 
r  not  tho'  the  world  should  blame  ; 
Christ  hath  borne  the  Cross  of  shame. 
Fallen  souls  from  sin  to  free. 

Pause  not.  faint  not,  win  the  race  ; 

,  and  thou  shalt  v. 
\  t  rown  ry,  bright  and  fair, 

!    I  gain  a  lasting  resting  place. 


US  WHAT   THE    WORLD   OFFERS    ITS   VOTARIES. 


luJlW  ilj*  (thrift  (BUtts  ih  Watmtn. 


Those  men,  who,  in  the  Eastern  story, 

Exchanged  their  goods  for  wizard  gold, 

Soon,  grieving  o'er  its  vanished  glory, 
A  wholesome  lesson  may  unfold. 

In  lieu  of  each  bright  piece  of  dross, 
They  find  a  sere  and  withered  leaf ; 

And  silent  wonder  at  their  loss, 

Soon  yields  to  clamourous  rage  and  grief. 

They  curse  the  wizard's  magic  art, 

Bewail  their  blindness,  curse  their  fate  ; 

Yet  still  'neath  dire  defeat  they  smart, — 
And  what  avail  fierce  rage  and  hate  1 

Less  from  th'  enchanter's  treachery, 

Than  from  their  own  vile  lust  of  gain, 

Arose  the  loss,  which  ceaselessly 

Inspires  such  deep  regret  and  pain. 

And  thus  the  world  weaves  subtle  spells 

To  blind  men's  weak  and  dazzled  eyes  ; 

Until,  too  late,  experience  tells 

How  worthless  is  the  offered  prize. 

They  barter  wisdom,  peace,  and  health — 
Their  souls  and  bodies — till  with  grief, 

For  every  item  of  its  wealth, 

They  find  a  sere  and  withered  leaf. 
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She  came  in  faith  from  Tyre  and  Sidon's  coasts — 
A  stranger  woman,  rilled  with  trembling  ho] 
She  sought  the  Saviour  of  the  world,  and  cried 
With  supplicating  voice,  "  Have  mercy.  Lord  ! 
An  evil  spirit  doth  possess  my  child, 
And  vexeth  her  with  torments  strange  and  d 
Anxious  and  eager  were  her  words  ;  yet  still 
The  gracious  Saviour,  merciful  and  mild, 
Returned  no  answer  to  the  mother's  <  ry. 
And  His  disciples,  marvelling  to  find 
Their  sinless  MASTER,  whose  whole  life  was  spent 
In  holy  deeds,  thus  obdurate  and  harsh, 
Besought  Him  earnestly  to  grant  her  praj 
And  send  her  homeward  with  a  joyful  heart. 
But  J  i    i     an  ■'.'  red  :  "I  am  sent  alone 
To  the  lost  sheep  of  favoured  Israel's  fold," 
I  te  the  woman,  still  importunate, 

yet  discouraged  by  those  chilling 

it  herself  before  the  Sw  [I  feet 

In  deep  humility,  and  worshipped  HlM   : 
Whilst  still,  '•  Lord,  help  me  her  earnest  cry. 


1*2U  THE    POWER   OF    FAITH. 

Again  He  answered  with  unchanging  brow  : 
"  It  is  not  meet  to  take  the  children's  bread, 
And  cast  it  unto  dogs." 

Hard  truths  were  these, 
That  might  have  crushed  a  faith  less  firm  and  strong, 
Yet  she  persisted.     All  a  mother's  love 
Rushed  to  her  heart.     A  mother's  bitter  grief 
Impelled  her  onwards  ;  roused  each  energy, 
And  armed  her  soul  with  patient  fortitude. 
She  knew  the  Lord  of  all  the  earth  was  good, 
And  at  His  feet  she  knelt,  believing  still 
That  He  would  look  with  mercy  on  her  child. 
And  thus  she  answered  :  "  Lord,  thy  words  are  truth  ; 
Yet  the  dogs  eat  the  scattered  crumbs  which  fall 
Down  from  their  master's  table." — These  few  words 
In  meek  humility.     Still  filled  with  hope 
That  He  would  hear  her.     Then  the  Saviour's  face 
Grew  glorious,  as  he  turned  to  her  and  said  : 
"  Great  is  thy  faith,  O  woman  !     As  thou  wilt, 
So  be  it  unto  thee  ! " 

And  lo  !  her  child 
Was  healed  by  His  word  that  very  hour. 
Oh,  when  the  whole  horizon  groweth  dark 
With  stormy  clouds  of  sorrow,  may  our  faith 
Be  strong  as  hers,  who,  tho'  repulsed  by  Him, 
The  mildest  and  the  purest  that  e'er  trode 
This  earth  in  human  form — the  Son  of  God, 
Who  came  to  he/il  and  save,  persisted  still 
Until  her  cry  was  heard.     May  we  persist 
In  earnest  prayer,  besieging  Heaven's  high  gates 
With  ceaseless  supplications,  till  the  Lord 
Vouchsafes  in  His  good  time  to  hear  and  save. 


:    Ml  ll 

He  ai         eth  not  at  first 

Or  seemeth  but  to  answer  them  in  \. 

ere,— till  break  th<  ids 

Mindly  dreaded,  and  down, 

P  as  the  ocean,  count] 
On  those  who  trust  in  Him.     <>  seek  H 

I  He  will  ne'er  forsake  thee,  nor  refu 
Tu  grant  thy  prayer,  and  bid  thy  heart  rcjo: 


I'i'i  HUMILITY. 
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How  blest  are  they  whose  willing  footsteps  tread 

The  low  green  valley  of  Humility, 

Remembering  that  our  Saviour  led  the  way. 

Thus  spake  He,  unto  certain  who  despised 

Their  neighbours — trusting  their  own  righteousness, 

That  they  were  holy  in  the  sight  of  God  : — 

"  Two  men,  far  different  in  their  outward  state — 

A  Pharisee  and  Publican,  went  up 

To  pray  within  the  Temple's  sacred  walls. 

Thus  prayed  the  Pharisee,  in  all  the  pride 

Of  fancied  godliness,  erect  and  firm, 

And  loathing  that  a  hateful  Publican 

Should  with  his  sighs  pollute  the  self-same  air  : — 

'  I  thank  thee,  gracious  God,  that  1  am  not 

As  other  men — extortioners,  unjust, 

Unclean — or  even  as  this  Publican  ! 

Twice  in  the  week  I  hold  a  rigid  fast, 

And  yield  up  tithes  of  all  that  I  possess.' 

But  the  poor  Publican  stood  far  apart, 

Trembling  beneath  the  weight  of  shame  and  sin 

That  bowed  him  downward,  till  he  dared  not  lift 

His  eyes  to  Heaven,  but  smote  upon  his  breast, 

And  from  his  inmost  heart  went  forth  the  cry  : — 

'  I  am  a  sinner  ; — God  be  merciful  !' — 

And  that  sad  cry  ascended  to  God's  Throne, 

And  he  was  justified,  and  went  in  peace 


HUMILITY.  1'.'  ■ 

Hack  to  his  home  ;  while  the  proud  Pharisee 
Who  sought  nor  grace  nor  mercy,  found  no  help, 

'  comfort  in  the  hour  of  heavine 

he  who  humbleth  his  heart  and 

Shall  be  exalted  when  the  Lord  sees  go* 

Whilst  he,  who  puffed  up  with  hateful  pi 

And  vain  conceit  of  his  own  righteousn< 

ometh  arrogant,  unjust,  and  harsh, 
To  others,  shall  be  humbled  to  the  dust." 
J  tist  judgment  on  such  sinners,  for  by  pride 
The  angels  fell,  and  lost  their  glorious  place 
In  Heaven,  seeking  to  cast  off  the  rule 
Of  God  the  FATHER,  and  to  reign  themselves, 
Monarchs  and  tyrants  of  th'  angelic  host. 
O  seek  Humility,  and  ye  shall  find 

>  your  souls  ;  for  Christ  Himself  hath  said, 
That  who  would  follow  HlM  must  bear  His  yoke. 
And  learn  of  Him,  whose  meek  and  lowly  soul 
Bore  scorn,  and  insult,  and  reproach  of  nun  ; 
And  with  Him.  those  who  meekly  bore  their  Cross, 
Should  find  their  burden  light,  and  gain  in  time 
The  fruit  of  patience — everlasting  rest. 
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